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_ ., Kina Lord J obn 0 /£m«1K E ” 14 

King. . , 

O fhaken as we r re ^?:Xted peace to pant, 

Finde we a tune ^6#^ f J w broylcs, 
And bTeath {hott-wm^d^ccp^ o moCe ; 

To be commenc’t mftronds a tarre 

ssss^ss 

Which like the Meteors of a troubled heaven, 

* - 

Andfutious clofe of civid butchery, 

Shall now in naturall wel-befeetning tan , 

March all one way,and be no more oppos 

No more {hall cut his Matter : therefore friends, 

, Asfarre asto the Sepulchre of thrift, , rmfle 

- Whofe Souldicrs now, under whole blefled Crotte 

Weare impretfed and engag’d to fight, . 

“Forthwith a power of Englijh fhallwe levie. 

Whole armes were moulded in their mothers wotnos, 

To chafe thefe Pagans in thofe holy fields, 

Ov’er whofe acres walkt thofe blefled ,frete 9 

As 




Which 









Which 1400. year« agoe were nailM, 

For our advantage on the bitter Croflfe : 

But this our purpofe is but t welue months old. 

And booteleffe ’tis to tell you, we will goc. 

Therefore we meete not now : then let me hearc 
Ol you my gentle Cofin mftmerland. 

What y efter night our Counfell did decree, 

In forwarding his dears expedience 
Weft. My Liege.this hafte was hot in one ft ion, 

And many limits of the charge fet downe- 
aiiyeternight.wb all athwart,there came 
A I oft from Wales, loaden with heavy newes • 

Whole worft was, that the noble Mortimer , ’ 
Reading the men of H erf or dfbirc , to fight 
Againft the irregular and wild Glendower, 

Was by the rude hands of that Wei (Taman taken, 

A tnouiand of his people butcherd : 

Upon whofedcad corps there was luch mifufe ' 

^uch beaftly fhamelefle, transformation 
by thofe Welfh-women done, as may not be 
Without much fhame, retold or fpoken of 
^.Itfeemesthen, that the tydings of this broyle 
Brake off our bufineffe for the Holy-land. ’ 

Weft. This match with other like, my Gracious Lord - 
far more uneven and unwelcome newes, 

Came from the North, andtkis it did report : 
OnHoly-roodeday, the gallant Hotjpur, there 
Yong Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 

That very valiant and approved Scot , 

At Holmedon met, where they did fpend 
A.fad and bloody houre : 

As by difeharge oftheir Artillery, 

And fhape oflikelihood newes was told : 

For he that brought them, in the very heate 
And pride oftheir contention, -did take Horfe, 
Lincertane of the. iffuc any way. 

King. Hercisadeare, and true induftrious friend. 

Sir Walter r Blnnt i \\w 1 ighted from his Horfe, 
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c . . the variations of each foyTc, 

SbSSS plaine . «**?!*• 

7 m«Ms Earle of f >/« , ff <°?"= , 

To beaten Dowlas, and the Earle of lAtholl, 

Of Murrey fAngus, and c JMcntetth : 

And is not tliis an honorable fpoy le • , . . 

A callant prize ? Ha, Cohn, is it not t Infaythit is. 

Well. A conqueft for a Prince to boaft or. 

& Yea, there thou mak’ft me fad,and mak’ft me fin 
In envy .that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the Father of fo blefta Sonne, 

A Sonne, who is the Thsame of honors tongue. 




Whil’ft I by looking on the pray fe of him. 

See Ryot and dishonour ftaine the brow 
Of my yong Harry, O that it could be prov’d 
That fome night-tripping F airy had exchang’d 
In cradle cloathes our children where they lay. 

And cal’d mine Percy , his Plantaginet ! 

Then would I have his Harry , and he mine : 

, f . But let him from my thoughts. What thinke you,Cuz, 
Of this yong Percies pride ? The Prifoners 
Which he in this adventure hath furpriz’d. 

To hisown ufe hekeepes, and feuds me word, 

I fliall have none but Mordake Earle of ‘Tift . 

w?i?.Thisishis Unkles teaching. this is Worcefter, 
Malevolent to you in all afpeefts •• 

Which makes him prune himfelfe, and brittle up 
The crett ofyouth againft your dignity. 

Kipg.Bai- 1 have fent for him to anfwer this i 
And for this caufe a while we mutt negleft H 
Our holy purpofe to Ierufalem , ■ 

A 5 
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The Ifiljtvry of 

Cozen, on Wednefday next, our Councell we will hold 
At fVmdjor, fo informe the Lords: 

But come your felfe with fpeed to us againe. 

For more is to be fayd, and to be done. 

Then out of anger can be uttered. 

WePlX will^ny Liege. 

Enter Prince *f Wales, and ftr John Falfiafe. ^ xe ' m * 

Fatitiovr ffo//,what time of day is it, Lad ? 

Prw.Thouart fo fat-witted with drinking of old Sacke and 
unbuttoning thee after {upper , and fleeping upon Benches 
after noone, that thou haft forgotten to demand thattruely 
which thou wouldeft truely know. What adevill haft thou to’ 
doe with the time of the day ? Unleffe houres were aips of 
Sacke, and minuts Capons , and Clock* the tongues of Bawds 
and Dials the fignes of leaping-Houfes , and the bleffed Sunne’ 
himfelfe-a faire hot wench in flame-coloured Taffota • I fee no' 
reafon why thou ihouldeftbe fuperfluous to demand the time 
of the day. 

Falf. Indeed you come neere me now,M,for we that take 
Purfes,goe by the Moon and (even Starres,and not by Phoebus 
he that wandring Knight fo faire: and I prethee,fweet wagee 
when thouart King, as God fave thy Grace 5 Majefty I ffiould 
fay, for Grace thou wilt have none. 

Prin. What, none ? 

Falf, . No by my troth , not fo much as will ferve to be pro- 
logue to an Egge and Butter. 

‘T’m.Well, how then ? come r*oundly,roundIy. 

Falf. Marry then, fweet wag, when thou art King,let not us 
that are Squires of the nights body, be called Theeves of the 
dayes beauty : let us be Diana’s Forrefters, Gentlemen of the 
(hide, minion s of the Moone ;and let men fay, we be men of 
good government, being governed as the Sea is, by our noble 
and ebafte Mifcris the Moone ; under whole countenance we 
fteale. 

‘Prince. Thou fayft well, and it holds well too,for the for- 
^une of us that are the Moones men, doth ebbe , and flow like 
the Sea, being governed as the Sea is by the Moone ; as for 

proof- 
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, iofeoldmoftrelolutely fnatcht onMun- 

proofe :Mow a P u *%J*| tely f pcn t onTuefday morning ;got 
day night, and moft di(W fpe l, t with crying bring in : now n 
with fwea ™g^ y & 00te of the Ladder , and by and by in as 

3 tfl. Why, wta apoxtevelto doe with my Hofteffeof 

Well, thou haft cal’d her to a reckoning many a time 

Did I ever call for thee to paythy part? . 

Tal n q 0 i’leeive thee thy due, thou haft payd ah there. 
jw.YeaJd elfewhete.fo fat » my coyne would ftretet , 

Bou art Heire apparant.Butl prethee fweet wag, (hall there be 

&wsftand4n B. g M, I'oWd fcteS- 

i^-tion thus fnub’das it is with the nifty crub ot old Lather an 

tick the Law? doe not thou, when thou art King, hang a theefe. 

Pr/».N o,thou (halt. 

F < ?{/'.ShallI?OrarebytheLord. , lTcbeabrave Judge. 

Pm.Thou judged f alfe already. I meane thou (halt have the 
hanging of the Theeves, and fo become a rare Hangman. 

Falf, Well , Ball, w ell ,and in fome fort it j umpes w ith my 
humor, as well as waiting in the Court,I can tell you. 

Prin . For obtaining of futes ? ' _ , , 

Fd/f.Yea ,for obtaining of futes, whereof the Hangman bath 
no leane W ardr op. Zblood i am as melancholy as a gyb-Cat,or 
a lugd-Beare. 

_ Prin . Or an old Lion, or a lovers Lute. 

Falf.Yta, or the drone of a "Lmcolneflnre Bagpipe. 

Prince, Whatfayeft thou to a Hare , or the melancholy oi 

Moore 









The fiiftorj of 

Moore-dicch ? 

Falf.lhoa haft the mod unfavory fmiles , and art indeed- 
the mo ft comparative rafcalleft lweet yong Prince. But Hall 
I prethec trouble me no more with vanity , I would to God 
thou and I knew where a commodity of good names were t 
be bought : an old Lord of the counfell rated me the other day 
in the ftreete about you fir ; but I mark’t him not , and yet he 
4 talkt very wifely ; but I regarded him not, and yet he talkr 
wifely ,in the ftreete too , 

Pr'm. Thou didft well : for wiiedome cries out in the ftrcetf 
and no man regards it. *■ 

Talf. O, thou haft damnable Iteration, and art indeed able to 
corrupt a Saint: thou haft done much harme unto me Hall 
God forgive thee for it : Before 1 knew th icJMlJ. knew no- 
thing, and now am I, if’ a man fiiould fpeake truely, little bet- 
ter then one of the wicked; I muft give over this life-and I wil 
give it over By the Lord and I doe not.I am a villaine i’iebe 
damned for never a Kings foil in Chriftendome. 

Pm.Wherefhallwetakea purfe to morrow, 7*4* ? 

F^/. Zounds,w here thou wilt, Lad, i’le make one : and I doe 
notjCall me villaine,andbaffe11me. 

Prin I fee a good amendment of life in thee ; from pravine 
to Purfe-taking. F 

Falf Why, Hall ; ’tis my vocation, tf*// : ’tis no fin for a mail 
to 1 abour m his vocation . Enter Toynes, 

Poy . Now fliall we know if Gad^hift have fet a match * O 
if a man were to be faved by merit; what hole in- hell were hot 
enough for him? This is the mod omnipotent Villaine that ever 
cry’d,Stand to a true man. 

Pm. Good morrow Ned. 

Poy. Good morrow fweete Hal!. What fayes CMomfew 
Reaiorie ? What fiyes fir dohn S^c^e and Sttyar, lacks ? How 
agrees the Dwell land thee about thy foule ,'that thou folueft 

him on good Friday J#,for a cup of Madera and a cold Capons 
fogge? r 

Prin. Sir Iobn ftands to his word, the Divell fliall have his 
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Pokes. Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy word with 

th pS!’Elfe he had been damn’d for cozening the devill. 

Poy. But my lads, my lads, to morrow morning, by foure a 
clock early at Gads-hill , there are pilgrimes going to Canter- 
^ with rich offerings, and Traders riding to London w ith 
fatpurfes. I have vizards for you all ; you have horfes. for your 
kwesiGads-hill lies to night in Rocbefter, I have befpoke flip- 
per to morrow night in £aft cheap ; we may do it as fecure as 
lleep : if you will go, I will ftuffe yourpurfes full of crowns; 
if you will not, tarry at home and be hang’d. 

Falf Hear ye, Yedward, if I tarry at home and go not, lie 
hang you for going. 

’Poy. You will, chops ? 

Falf. Hall , wilt thou make one ? 

Prin. Who,I rob? I a thief ? not I bymyfaith. 

F al. Ther’s neither honefty, manhood, nor good fellow fliip 
intbee; nor thou cameft not of the blood-royalfif thou dareft 
not hand for ten killings. ' • **?■ 

Prin. Well, then once in my dayes He be a mad-cap. 

Falf. Why; thats well laid. 

Prm. Well, come what will, lie tarry at home. 

Falf. By the Lord He be a traitor then,whenthou art King. 

Prin. I care not. 

Poin.Sir 1 ohnf prethce leave the Prince and me alone, I wil 
k lay him down fuchreafonsfor this adventure, that he fliall go 
4 ~ Frf/f.Wel,God give thee the fpirit of perfwafion,& him the 
eares of profiting, that what thou fpeakft may move, and what 
he hears may be beleeved,that the Prince, may (for recreation 
fake) prove a falf thief ; for the poor abides ofthe time want 
countenance : farewell, you Thai 1 finde me in Safe heap. 

4 Pr/.Farewell the latter fpring,farewel Alhallown fummer. 

Poy. Now my good fweethony Lord, tide with usto mor- 
K°m’ !r iave a J* e ^ t0 execute, that I cannot mannage alone. 
talflajfe , Harvey .Rojftl pnd gads- hilly fliall rob thofe men that 

we have already way-laid; your felf and I will not be there: 
and'when they have the booty , if you and I do not rob them , 
' head from my fiaoulders. 
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1 Trthce . How fhall we part with them in fetting forth? 

To. Why,we will fet forth before or after them, and appoint 
them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our pleaiure to fab 
then will they venture upon the exploit themfelvcs , which . 
they fhall have no fooner atchicved ,but week let upon them. 

Yea, but tis like that they will know us by our horfes, 
by our habitB,& by every other appointment, to be our felves. 

To. Tut, our horfes they fhall not fee, lie tie them in the 
wood, our vizards we will change, after we leave them : and 
firra, I have cafes ofluckorum for the nonce, tohmmskour 
noted outward garments. 

TPnnce, Yea, but I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

'To. Well,tbrtwoof theml know to be as true bred cow- 
ards as ever turned back : and for the third, if he fight longer 
then he fees reafon,Ile forfwear arms. The vertue of this jeft 
will be, the mcomprehenfible lies that this fatrogue will tell 
us when we meet at fupper, haw thirty at leafthe fought 
with, what wards, what blows, what extremities he indured, 
and in the reproof of thefe lies the jeft. 

/VmWelljIle go with thee, provide us all things nece&y, 
and meet me to morrow night in Eaftcheap, there Ik fop; 
farewell. 

Toy. Farewell my Lord. SxitPoynet .- 

Tr'm. I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok’t humour ofyouridleneffe : 

Yet herein will I imitate thefunne. 

Who doth permit the bale contagious clouds 
To (mother up his beauty from the world. 

That when he pleafe again to be himfelf. 

Being wanted, he may be more wondred at 
By breaking through the foul and ugly miffs 
Of vapours that did feem to ftrangle him. 

If all the yeer were playing holy dayes. 

To fport would be as tedious as to work ; 

But when they feldome come, they wirht for, come. 

And nothing pleafeth but rare accidents : 

So when this loofe behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I nev cr promifed, ' 
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By how much better then my word I am, 

By fo much fhall I falfific mens hopes. 

And like bright metall on a fullen ground, 

My reformation glittering o re my fault. 

Shall (hew more goodly , and attradl more eyesj 
Then that which hath no loyl tofet it off. 
lie fo offend, to make offence a skill, . 

Redeeming time, when men think leaftlwill. £xU * 

Enter the King, Northumberland JYorcejlcr, HotJpfti\ 

Sir Walter Tlunt, with others. 

King. My blood hath been too cold and temperate, 

Unapt to ftirre at thefe indignities, 

And you have found me j for accordingly, 

Y ou tread upon my patience : but be hire 
I will from henceforth rather be my felf. 

Mighty, and to be fear’d. then my condition 
Which hath been fmooth as oyl, foft as yong down. 

And therefore loft that title of refpeeft, 

Which the proud foul nc’ re paves, hut. to the proud. 

Wor. Our lioufc (my Soveraigne Liege) little deferves 
Thefcourge of greatnelfe to be ufed on it. 

And that fame greatnefle too, which our own hands 
Have hope to make fo portly. Nor. My Lord. 

King, w ore eTter, get thee gone, for I do fee 
Danger and difobedience in thine eye : 

0 fir, your prefence is too bold and peremptory, 

And ma j :fty might never yet endure 

1 he moody frontier of a fervants brow. 

You have good leave to leave us ; when we need 

Your ufe a nd counfell, we fhall fend for you. Sxk JVor . 

\ ou were about to (peak. 

Nor Yea my good lord. 

Thofe prifoners in your highneffename demanded, 

Which l arry Percy here at h olmjdnn took, 

V v ere, as he layes, not with fuch ftrength denide, 

P? be delivered to your Majefty. 

Either envy therefore, or mifprifion - 
ls § uilt y of this fault,and not my fonne, 

B * Net, 
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The History of 

Botf. My Liege, I did deny no prifoners, 

But 1 remember when the fight was done. 

When I was drie with rage and extreme toy 1, 
Breathlefie and faint, leaning upon my fword, 

T Came there a certain Lord ; neat and trimly dreft, 
Frefh as a bridegroom, and his chin new reapt, 
Shewd like a fiubble land at harveft home : 

He was perfumed like a Milliner, 

And twixt his finger and his thumbe he held 
A pouncet box, which ev er and anon 
He gave his note, andtookt away again, ■ 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there. 
Took it in fnuffe, and (fill he fmilde and talkt, 

And as the fouldiers bore dead bodies by, 

Hecal’d them untaught knaves, unmannerly. 

To bring ailovenly unhandfcme coarfe. 

Betwixt the windc andhis Nobility, 

With many holy day, and Lady tearms. 

He queftioned me : among the reft demanded 
• My prifoners in your Majefties behalf. 

I then all fmarting, with my wounds being cold. 

To be fb peftered with a popinjay, 

Out of my grief and my impatience, 

Anfwered negledtingly,I know not what. 

He fhouldjor he fhould not, for he made me mad 
To fee him ihine fb brisk, and ftnell fb fweet. 

And talk fo like a waiting-gentle- woman. 

Of guns and drums,and wounds, God five the mark; 
And telling me the foveraign’ft thing’on earth, 
Wasparmacity for an inward bruife ; 

And that it was great pity, {bit was. 

This villanous filtpeter fhould bedig’d 
Out of the bowels of the harmleffe earth ; 

Which many a good tall fellow had deftroy s d 
So cowardly :and but for thefevile gunnes. 

He would have been himfelfaSouldici>. 

This bald nnjoynted chat of his (my Lord) 

I anfwered indirectly (as! faid) 



And 
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And 1 befeech you, let not this report 
Come currant for an accufition 

Betwixt my love, and your high Majefty. 

'Blunt. The circumrtance confidercd, good my Lord, 
What e re harry Piercy then had faid 
To fuch aperfon, and in fuch a place : 

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold, 

May reafonably die, and never rife, 

To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he laid, fo he unfiy it now. • 

King. Why, yet he doth deny hisprifoners. 

But with provilo and exception. 

That we at our own charge fhall ranfome ftraight 
His brother in law, the foolifh Mortimer , 

Who in my foul hath wilfully betraid 
The lives of thole, that be did lead to fight, 

Againft the great Magician , damned Cjlendowr 
Whole daughter as we hear, the Earl of CMarcb, 

Hath lately married : fhall our cofferrthcir 
Be emptied to redeem a traitor home ? 

Shall we buy trealbn? and indent with fears. 

When they have loft and forfeited themlelves. 

No, on the barren mountain let him ftarve, 
tor I fhall never hold that man my friend, 

Whofe tongue fhall ask me for one penny coft. 

To ranfome home revolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer ? 

He never did fill off, my Soveraigne Liege, 

But by the chance of warre : to prove that true, 

Needsno more but one tongue :f or all thofe wounds, 

Thofe mouthed wounds which valiantly he took. 

When on the gentle Sever ns fiedgy bank 
In Angle oppofition hand to h and. 

He did confound the beft part of an hour. 

In changing hardiment with great CjlencLoyeer, 

Three times they breath’d, and three times did they drink. 
Upon agreement of fweet Severn flood. 

Who then frighted with their bloody looks, 

B 3 Ran 
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Ranne fearfully among the trembling reeds. 

And hid his crilpe-head in the hollow bank, 

Elood-ftained with thefe valiant combatants. 

Never did bare and rotten policy 

Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds, 

Nor never could the noble Mortimer-, 

Receivefo many, and all willingly : 

Then let him not be flandered with revolt. 

Kino, Thou dolt belie him, Percy, thou doft belie him. 

He never did encounter with Glendowcr, 

I tell thee, he durft as well have met the dcvi.ll alone, 

As Ovsen CjlenAerver for an enemy. 

Art thou not a lham’d ? but firra, henceforth 
Let me not hear you fpeak of Mortimer , 

Send me your prifon’ers with the fpeedieft means. 

Or you [hall hear in fuch a kinde from me, 

As will difpleafe you. My Lord Northumberland, 

We licence your departure with your forme 
Send us your prifoners, or you will hear of it. Exit King, 
Hot. And if the devill come and roar for them, 

I will not fend them : I will after ftraight 
And tell him fo, for I will eafe my heart. 

Albeit I make a hazard of my head. 

Nor. What? drunk with choler? flay and paufea while, 
Herexomes your Uncle. 

Hot Speak of Mortimer ? 

Zounds I will fpeak of him, and let my foul 
Want mercy, if I donotjoyn with him : 

Yea on his part, lie empty all thofe veins. 

And fhed my dear blood, drop by drop, i th dud, 

But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer , 

As high in’th ayre as this unthankfull King, 

A'-this ingrate and cancred KnUingbrooke 
N or. Brother, the King hath made your nephew mad. 
Wor. Who llrook this heat up after I was gone ? 

Hot. He will forfooth have all my prifoners. 

And when I urg’d the ranfome once againe 
Of my wives brother, then his cheek lookt pale. 
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And on my face he turn’d an eye of death, 

TrembUng even at the name di Mortimer, 

mr. Icannot blame him, was not he proclaim d 
By Richard that dead is, the next of brnot . 

Nor. He was ; l heard the Proclamation, 

And then it was, when thd|nhappy King, 

(Whole wrongs in us God pardon )did fet 
Upon his Iripo expedition ; 

Horn whence,he intercepted, did return 
To be depos d and fhoxtly murdered. 

Wor. And for whole death, we in the worlds Wide mouth. 

Live fcandaliz’d and foully fpokenof. , 

Hot, But foft,l pray you, did King Rtchard then 
Proclaim iny brother Mortimer 
Heir to the Crown ? 

Nor. He did, my felf did hear it. 

Hot. Nay then L cannot blame his coufin Kmg, 

That wifht him on the barren mou ntains ftarve. 

But iliall it be, that you thatfet the crown 
Upon the head of this forgetfull man. 

And for his fake wear the derefted blot 
Ofmurtherons fubornation? fihaliitbe 
Thatyou a world of curfes undergo. 

Being the agents, or bale fecond means. 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather? 

Opardon, if that I delcend fo low. 

To fhew the line and the predicament. 

Wherein you range under this fubtile King. 

Shall it for fhame be fpoken in thefe dayes. 

Or fill up Chronicles in time to come, 

That men of your Nobility and power. 

Did gage them both in an unjuft behalf, 

(As both of you, God pardon it, have done) 

To put down Richard that fweet lovely Role, 

And plant this thorn, this canker 'BullingbrookJ 
And iliall it in more fhame be further fpoken. 

That you are fool’d, difearded, and fliook off 
By him, from whom thefe fhames ye under-wciV? 



No, yet time ierves, wherein you may redeem 
Your banifht honors, and reftorc your felves. 

Into the good thoughts of the world again : 

Revenge the jeering and difdain’d contempt 
Of this proud King, who ftudies day and night, 

To anfwer all the debt he ows tb you, 

Even with the bloody payment of your deaths: 
Therefore I {ay. 

Wor, Peace coufin, fay no more. 

And now I will unclafpe a fecret book. 

And to your quick conceiving difcontents 
lie read you matter deep and dangerous, 

As full of perill and adventerouslpirit. 

As to o’re- wal k a currant roaring lowd 
On the unfteadfull footing ofa {pear. 

Hot. If he fa 1 1 in, good night, or fink or fwim, 
Send danger from the Eaft unto the weft. 

So honor crofle it from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : the blood mere ftirres 
To rowze a lyon,then to ftart a hare. 

N ortb. Imagination of feme great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience/ 

Hot. By heaven ,me thinks it were an eafie leap. 
To pluck bright honor from thepale fac’d mooi* 

Or dive into the bottome of the deep, 

Wh<~re fa dome-line could never touch the ground. 
And pluck up drowned honor by the locks. 

So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without corrivall, all her dignities : 

But out upon this half-fac’t fellow ihip. 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here ; 

But not the form of what he fhould attend • 

Good coufin give me audience fora while. ’ 

Hot. I^cry you mercy. 

Wor. l hofe lame uoble Scots that areyour prifoncts 
Hot . He keep them all. r 

By God he {hall not have a of them, 

No, lfa Scot would fave his foul, he /hall not. 
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lie keep them by this hand. 

Wor. You ftart away. 

And lend no eare unto my purpofes : 

Thoie prifoners you {hall keep, < - 

Hot. Nay, I will ; that’s fiat : 

He laid he would not ranfome Mart Imr , 

Forbad my tongue to {peak of Mortimer ; 

But I will finde him when he lies afieep. 

And in his eare lie hallow CMortimcr : ^ 

Nay, lie have a Starling {hall be taught to {peak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him. 

To keep his anger ftill in motion. 

Wor. Heare you, coufin, a w^rd. 

Hot. All ftudies here I folemmy defie, 

Savchow to gall and pinch this TSmiagbrook^ 

And that fame fvvord and buckler Prince of Wales. 

But that I think his father loves him not, 

And would be glad he met with fome mifchance: 

I would have him poyfoned withapot of ale. 

Wor. Farewell kinfman,Ile talk to you. 

When you are better tempered to attend. 

Nor. Why what a walp-tongue and impatient fool 
Art thou, to break into this womans-mood, 

Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine own ? 

Her. Why look you! am whipt and fcourg’d with rods. 
Nettled, and ftung with pifmires, when I hear 
Gf this vile polititian B»ll'mgbroo\ i : 

In Richards time, what do you call the place ; 

A plague upon it, it is in Gloflerjhire ; 

’Twas where the mad-cap Duke hisunkle kept. 

His unkle X orbs , .w here I firft bowed my knee 
Unto this King of Smiles, this 'Bullinghroohj. 

Zblood, when you and he came back from Ravenfpurv. 

^ Sar kloyc aftle. Her, You fay true 

Why what a candy deal of courtefie, 

This fawning gray-hound then did proffer me. 

Look wnen his infant fortune came to age 
And gentle Harry Piercy i and kinde coufin; 



O. 
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O, the Divell take fu.h cozeners, God forgive me 
^°°d LInkle tell your tale, I have done. 
^^r.Nay,ifyouh ve not, to itagainc. 

We will ltay your leifurc. 

Hot. 1 have done y faith. 

^.Then once more to your Scottish Prifoncrs. 
Dv-livcr them up without their ranlome ftraight. 

And make the DorrgUs fonne your onely meane 

Sf ? ZTn S *hich for divers reafons 

Which I lhall lend you written, be allur’d 
Will eafily be granted you: my Loafl. * 

Yourfonne in Scotland, being thu^fmployed 
Shall fecretly into thebofomadfeep 1 
Ofthat fame noble PrelatcjPell-belov’d 
TheArchbi/hop. JT ■ * 

Hot . Of Yorke, is ijj/ot ? 

Wor. T rue, w ho beafes hard 
His brothers death at Trip* the Lord Scropc, 

I lpeak not thisin dHmation, r 

As whati think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted and let down. 

And onely Hayes but to behold the face 
O* that occafion that fihall bring it on. 

I fmell it : upon my life it will do tvell. 
Before the game’s afoot, thou Hill lct’ft flip,, 
Hot. Why, it cannot chufe but be a noble plot, “ 
And then the power of ScotUnd^A ofTorhe, 
Tojoyne with LMort'tmerp. 

War, And fo they fhal). 

Hot. In faith it is exceedingly well aymde. — - 
or. And tis no little reafon bids us fpeed 

To fave our heads,by raffing ofa head.- 

ror,bear our fllves as even as we can. 

The King will alwayes think him in our debt :/ 

And think we think our felves unfinished, 

1 ill he hath found a time to pay us home. 

And i ce already , how it doth begin 
i o coakc us ftrangers to his looks of love 
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Mot. He docs '? he does ; week be reveng'd on him 

mr. Coufin, farewell. No further go in this. 

Then I by letters {hall diredf your couric 
When time is ripe, which will be fuddenly : 
lie Heal to qhndower, and to Mortimer, 

Whereyouand T>ewglas , and our powers at once,. 

As l &iil falhion it, fhall happily meet. 

To bear our fortunes in our own firor.g tames,. 

Which now we hold at muchuncertai ty. 

Nor. Farewell, good brother, we (hall thrive I truft. 

Hot. {JTnklc, aduc : O let the houresbc Ihort, 

Till fields, and blows.and groves, applaud our fport. Exeunt. 

Enter a Carrier with a lantern in hts hand. 

x Car. Heigh ho, an it be not four by the day, lie be hang’d, 
£harles-waint is over the new chimney, and yet our horle not 
packt. What Oftler i 

Oft, Anon,anon. 

1 Car I prethee Tom, bdat Cuts fiddle, put a few flocks in' 
the pomt,poore jade is wrung in the withers out of all cdTe, 

Enter another Carrier . 

* Car. Peafcand beans are as danke here as a dog. and that 
is the next way to give poore i ades the Bots.this houfc is tur- 
ned upfide down fince Robin Oftler died. 

t Car. Poore fellow never joyed fince the price of Oates 
rofe,it was the death ofhim. 

a C ar ‘ I think this to bethemoft villanous houfe in all 
London road for fleas, I, am flung like a tench. 

t Car, Likea Tench? by the Mafic th re is neTc a King 
chriften could be better bit, then I have bin fince the firft cock. 

2 CV. Why, you will allow usne’rea jordain,and then we. 
leakc in your chimney , and your chamber-lie breeds fleas like 
a Loach. 

1 ( an What OEller i come away, and behangd,comc away. 

2 C Ar '} have a gammon of Bacon, and two rafes of ginger, 
to be delivered as farre as Charing-crojfe. 
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drink, to break the pate of thee, I am a very villain; come and 
be hang’d, haft no faith in’ thee ? 

Enter Gads- Hill, 

Gads-hill. Good morrow Carriers- What’s a clock ? 

Car. I think it be two a clock. 

iheftabl 1 prCtheC lcnd me tliy Iantern > to fce my gelding i n 

i. Car. Nay by God/oft; i know a trick worth two of that 
Iraini. 

Gad, I prethce lend me thine. 

a.C> IwhenPcanft tell? Lend me thy lantern (quoth he.) 
Marry lie Ice thee hanged firft, ' 

Lwdo' C< * rrter ’ What time do you mean to come to 

i 3 Q^ r ' ^ me : enou gh to go to bed with a candle,I warrant 
thee ; Come neighbour Mages, weele call up the gentlemen: 
they will along with company, for they have great charge. 
Enter (/hamkerlain* Exeunt 

Qad. ^N\&x\\o,(flhambcrlain l ■ 

Cham. At hand, quoth pick-purfe. 

Gad. That’s even as feir,asat hand, qd. the G h amber Uk 

T^f 110 n ? ore ^ orn picking of purfes, then giving 
oired-ion doth from labouring • thou layefl: the plot how. 

Cham. Good morrow mailer 1 holds currant that 

I told you yefternight, there’s a F ranfllm i n the wildcof Kent, 
hath brought threchundred marks with him in gold, I heard 
“jfj tC } l f to on cofhis company laft nightat fupper, a kindc 
oi Auditor, one that hath abundance of charge too,God knows 

win a w|f prei^tiy^^’ ^ Ca ^ Pore §S cs and butter : they 

. G f‘ Sl ^ ra> rfthey meet not with S. Nicholas Clarks. I’le 
give thee this neck. V 

Cham. No, lie none of it; I prethee keep that for the Hang- 

™ an ’ fni {n °! ,tl,OU .worihippeft S. Nicholas, as truly as a 
manoffalihoodmay. 3 

Gad. What talkeft thou to me of the hangman? if I hang, 
e make a fat paireof gallows;ibri f I hang, old fir John hangs 
with me, and thou kno wft he is no ftarveling : tut, there arc 

other 
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other Trojans that thou dream’ft not of, the which for fport 
fake, arc content to do the profefiion fome grace, that would 
(if matters iliould be lookt into) for their credit fake make al 1 
whole : I am joyned with no foot-land rakers, no long-ftaffs 
fixpenny ftrikers, none of thefc mad muftachio purplc-hiewd 
malt-worms, but with nobility and tranquillity, Burgoma- 
fters and great Oneycrs,fiich as can hold in, fuch as will ftrike 
fooner then ipeak, and fpeak fooner then drink, and drink foo- 
, ner then pray; and yet (zounds) I lie, for they pray continual- 
r" ly to their faint the common- wealth, or rather not pray to 
her , but prey on her , for they ride up and down on her , and 
make her their boots. 

Cham. What, the common-wealth their Boots? will fhe 
holdout water in foul way ? 

Gad. Sbewill,fhe will, Juftice hath liquord her : we fteal 
asinacaftle,cockliire ; we have thereceit of fern-feed, we 
walk invifible. 

Cham. Nay,by my faith ,1 think you are mote beholding to 
the night.then to fern-feed, for yout walking invifible. 

Gad. Give me thy hand, thou fhalt have a fhare in our pur- 
chafe, asT am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a falfe thief. 
frad.Go to, homo is a common name to all men.-bid the O flier 
bring my gelding out of the ftable;farewell ye muddy knave; , 
Enter ‘Prince, *p oynes, and Veto, &c. 

Poyn. Come fhelter, fhelter, I have removed Valflaffes 
horfe; and he frets like a gum’d velvet. 

Princ. Stand clofc. Enter Talstaffe. 

F al. Paynes , P oynes , and be hang’d , P oynes. 

Vrin Peace ye fat kidneyd rafcall, what a brawling docfl 
thou keep ? 

F alf. What Pomes? Hall ? 

Pm. Heis walkt up. to the top of the hill. He gofeok him, 
F^Iam accurft to rob in that theeves company, the rafcall 
hath removed my horfe, and tyed him I know notWhere, if 
I travel! but 4. foot by the fquaire further afoot,I fhall breake 
my winde : Well,) doubt net but to die a fairc death for all 
this, if I fcape hanging for killing that rogue, I have forfWorn 
his .company hourly any time this a a. yeer , and yet i am be- 

C z witcht 
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witcht with the rogues company .If the rafcal have notgi vctJ I 
me medicines to make me love him, He be hangdiit could not 
beelfe. I have drunk medicines.-Poy*?/, H*//,a plague on you 
both. 'Bardoll, Peto, lie darve ere He rob a foot further : and 
twere not as good a deed as drink, to turn true man , andto 
leave thefe rogues, l am the verieft varlet that ever chewed 
with a tooth: eight yards of uneven ground, is threcfcorc and 
ten miles afoot with me : and the ftony-hearted villains know 
it well enough ,• a plague upon it, when theeves cannot b: 
true, one to another. T hey whiftlc. 

Whew, a plague upon you all, give me my horfe, you roguy 
Give me my horfe, and be hang d. 

Prin. Peace ye fat guts, lie do wn, Jay thine eare clofe to the 
ground, and lilt if thou can hear the tread of Travellers. 

F^.Have you any leavers to lift me up again being down? 
Zi-loud, lie not bear mine own fle/h fo for afoot again forall 
the coync in thy Fathers Exchequer : what a plague mean yc 
tocolt me thus ? 

Prin, Thou lied, thouart not coked, thou art uncoltcd. ' 

F alf. Iprcthee good Prince Hall, help me to my horfe, 
Good Kings fonne. 

Prin. Out you rogue (hall I be your odler > 

F alf Gci hang thy lclfin thine own heire apparant garters: r 
iflbctane, lie peach for. this : and 1 have not ballads madeon : 
all,and fung to filthy tunes, let a cup of lack be my poyfon; ’ 
whenjeftis foforvvard,andafoottoo,Ihate.it. 

Enter Quids -Hill. 

Qad Stahdi Y*l. So I do again ft my will. 

Pein.O tis our fetter, I know his voicej'ZW^o/.what news? 

Bar. Cafe ye,cafeyc;on with your vizards, there * money 
of the Kings coming down the hill, tis going to the King 5 
Exchequer. 

Palf, You lie, you rogue, tis going to the Kings Tavern. 

Gad. There s enough to make us all. 

F alf. To be ha gcd. 

Prin, You fourc fhaH front them inthe narrow lane- 
2Jed P oynes and 1 will walk lower j if they feape from your 
encounter, then they light on us, 

■ . .. - r ' • fete, 

. 
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peto. But how many be they of them? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

f alf. Zounds, will they not rob us. 

Prince What, a coward. Sir lohn Pawnch . 

I' alf. Indeed I am not lohn of Gant your Granfather,but yet 

no coward. Hall. - 

prin. Well, wcele leave that to the proof. 

Pop Sirra lacktby horfe ftands behind the hedge when thou, 
weeded him, there thou (halt find him, fare wel I, and ftand fait. 
F alf Now cannot 1 drike him if l l'nould be hang d 
Prin. Ned, where are our difguifcs ? 

Poy. Here hard by : dand clofe. . 

F alj; Now,my maders, happy man be his dole, fay, every 



Tra. Come, neighbour, the boy fhall lead our horfes down 
the hill, wcele walk afoot a while, and calc ouv legs. 

Theeves. Stay. 7r«..Jcfiis bleffe us. 

F alf. Strike, down with them, cur the villain* throats : a 
horfon caterpillers ! Bacon- fed knaves, they hate u; , youth, 
down with them, fleece them. 

Tra.O, weare undone,both weand ours for ever. 

F alf. Hang ye gorbcl^ed knaves, are ye undone? no, ye fat 
chuffes,I would your floie were here: on Bacons,on, what yc 
knaves ? yong men mud live , you are grand jurors, are ye? 
weele juic you, yfaith. 

Here they fob them and binde them. Enter 
the Prince, and P oynes. 

Prince. The theev es have bound the true men: now, could 
thou and I rob the theeves, & go merrily to London, it would 
be argument for a week,laughter for a moneth,and a good j eft 
for ever. 



P°y Stand clofe, I hear them coming. 

* Enter the theeves again. 

F<?(f.Come,my mafters,let us ihare, and then to horfe before 
day : and the Prince and P oynes be not two arrant cowards, 
mere s no equity ftimng,there’s no valour in that P oynes, than 
m a wilde duck, J 



Prince 



. TbeHiUory of 

K, As the ) tire fbaringy he P rente andVo, 
Printout money. Yet upon them, they alkrun away, Jvl 
Voyn. Villains. Jfiaffe after a How or mo runnes 'arv ai . 
Cleaving the booty behindc them. .** 
Vri. Got with much eafe.Nbw merrily to horfe, the theev 
are fcattered, and pofle^ with fear foftrongly, that they/ 
not meet each cither, each take his fellow^or an officer • L“. 
good N edfalftaffe iweats to death, and lards the lean earth! 
he walks along : wert not for laughing, L Ihould pittv him ' 
Voy. Howtherogueroar’d! F 

Enter Hotjpur f olus , reading a letter 
But for mme oven part , my Lord , l could be reel! contenteink 
there , in refect of the love / boar your, houfe. 

He could be contented,why is henotthen? in refpertoftk 
love he bears our houfe.- he {hews in this, he loves his m 
barn better then he loves our houfe. Let me fee Lome more. 

The purpofeyou undertake is dangerous. 

Why .that’s certain, tis dangerous to take a cold, to deep, to 
drink ; but I tsil you f my lord fbol^) out of this nettle dwt 
we pluckt this flower fafety. .. . 

The purpofe you undertake is dangerous, the friends you xml 
uncertain, the time it felf unforted , and your whole plot too M, 
for the count erpoife of To great an oppojifion. 



Say y ou Jo.fiy you jb?I (ay unto yod again, you are a fhalloy ■ 
cowardiyTTinde,and you Lie : what a lack-brain is this? by tk 



Lord our plot is a good plot as ever was laid, our friend true 
and conftant:a good plot, good friends, and full of exportation, 
an excellent plot, very good friends; what a frofty-fpiritd 
rogue is thisPwhy my LxtfTorke commends the plot, and tk 
generall courfe ofthe a<ftion. Zounds and I were now by this 
rafeal,! could brain him with his ladies fanne.Is there not my' 
father, my nnkle, and my felf L. Edmond Mortimer ^ my L, of 
York f, and Owen Glendower Pis there not befidcsthe Dowfd 
have I not all their letters to meet me in arms by the ninth of 
the next moneth? and are they not feme of them fet forward 
aJreadyPWhat a paganrafcallis this and Infidel? Ha, you Hull 
fee now in very fincerity of fear and cold heart, will he to tk 

King* 
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King,andlayopenallourproceedings.O,I could dividemy 
fclfe,and goc to buffets, for moving fuch a difh of skim Milke 
with io honourable an artion,Hang him,let him tell theKing, 
wc arc prepared.I will fet forward to night. Enter his Lady. 
How now Kate, I muft leave you within this two houics. 

Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? 

For what offence have I this fortnight beene 
A banifht woman from my Harries bed ? 

Tell me,fweete Lord, what is’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,pleafure, and thy golden flecpe ? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes unto the earth. 

And ftart lo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefh blood in thy cheekes. 

And given my treafurcs and my rights of thee. 

To thicke-ey’d mufing, and curlt melancholy ? 

In my faint (lumbers, I by thee watcht, 

And heard thee murmure tales ofyron warresr, 

Speake tearmes of mannage to thy bounding Steed. 

Cry courage to the field : And thou haft talkt 
Of {allies, and retires, trenches, and tents. 

Of Pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets. 

Of bafilisks, of cannon, culvcrin, 

Ofprifoners ranfome,and of fouldiers fiaine. 

And all the current ofaheaddy fight. ^ 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beenc fo at warre. 

And thus hath fo befturd thee in thy fleepe , 

That beds of fweat have ftood upon thy brow. 

Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreame. 

And in thy face ftrange motions have appear’d. 

Such as we fee when men reftrainc their breath. 

On feme great fudden haftc. O what portents are thefe ■> 
Some heavy bufineffe hath my Lord in hand 
And I mud know it, eHehe loves me not. 

Hot. What ho, is Gilliams with the Packet gone? 

Ser. He is my Lord, an houreagoe. 

Hot.UathButler brought thofehorfes fromthc Sherifies ? 

w ^ e u H ? T f *’!? y Lord > he fought even now. 

• Hot. What Horfe Pa Roane. adtop- e are,isitnot ? 

D * Ser. 
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Sey. it ismy lord. 

Hot. That Roan fhall be my thronc.WclLT will backehinj 
kmght.Eefperance, bid Tut Ur lead him forth into the Parke, 
Lady. But heare you, my lord. 

Pfo*<What fayft thou, my Lady ? 
iXWhatio it carries you a way i 
Hot. Why .my horfe ( my love) my horfc. 

Ka.Our you mad-headed ape, a weezcl hath not fuch a deale 
of fpleene^is you are toft with.In fayth ile know your bufines, 
Harry, that I will : I feare.my brother Mortimer doth lilt a. 
bout his title, and hath lent for you to line his enterprise, bnt if 
Hu . So far afoot, I dial l be weary , love. ( you goe, 

l<».Come, come, you Parraquito. anfwer medirediy unto 
this queftion thacl foall aske:in fayth i'le breake thy littlefin- 
ger, Harry, and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

. A way ,a way, you trifler, love ; I love thee not; 

I care not for thee, Kate, this is no world 
To play with mammets,and to tilt with lips. 

We mull have bloody noies,audcrackt crownes. 

And pafle them currant too : gods me my horfe. 

What faift thou Kate, what woulds thou have with me? 

La.Doe you not love me? doe you notiadeede ? 

Well, doe not then ? for (ince you. love me not, 

I will not love my felfe. Doe you not love me f 
Nay, tell me.if you fpcake in jell, or no ? 

Hot. Come,wilt,thou foe me ride ? 

And when I am a horfe-backe, I will fweare, 

I love thee infinitely But harke you Kate, 

I mud not haveyou henceforth queftion me 
Whither I goe : nor reafon whereabout ; 

Whither I muft, I muft : and to conclude. 

This evening muft I leave you, gentle Kate, 

1 know you wife, butyet no farthe wife. 

Then H any Terries wife. Conftant you are. 

But yet a Woman,and forfecrecy. 

Nay Lady clofer, for I will beleeve, 

pou wftt not utter what thou doft not know : 

Audio far will I traft thee, gentle Kate. 
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La. How, fo far? 

HotMot an inch further : but harke you Kate, 

Whither I go, thither lliall you goe too .* 

To day will I fet forward • to morrow you : 

Will this content you Kate ? 

La. It muft of force. Exeunt. 

Eenter Prince, and Toynes. 

Pri.N*d,prethee come out of that fat roome, and lend me 
thy hand to laugh a little. 

Toy, Where haft beene, ' 

Pi-in. With three or foure Logger-heads,amongft three or 
foure-fcore Hogs-beads.I bavefounded the very bafe firing of. 
Humility .Sirra, lam fworn brother to a lea fo of Drawers, and 
can call them all by their Cbriftian names, as Tom, Dick,, and 
Francis ; thcy take it. alread upon their falvation, that though 
I be Prince of Wales ,y et I am the King of Courtefie, and tell 
me flatly,! am not proud lacks like YalfiafiefintzCorinthian, 
a Lad of metall,a good Boy (by the Lord lo they call me)and 
when I am King of England, 1 (lull command all 'the good 
Lads in Safi-cheap. They call drinking deepe,dying Scar let;& 
when you breathe in your watring,they cry hem, and bid you 
play it off.To conclude^ amfo good a proficient in one quar- 
ter of an houre,that I can drinke with any Tinker in his own 
Language during my life.I will tell thee, Ned , thou haft loft 
muck honor, that thou wert not with me in this adion : but 
fweet Ned, to fweeten which name of Ned, I give thee this 
penniworth of Sugar ,clapt even now into my hand by an un- 
derskinker,one that never fpakc other English in his lifo,tben 
8 foil lings, and <> pence, and T oh are this forill 

addition. Anon anon fir, Sky, re a pint ofTafiard in the half moon , 
or fo.But Ned, to drive away time til Yalfiaffe corned prethee 
doe dim (land in fome by-roome, while I queftion my puny 
Drawn-, to what end he have n e the Sugar, and do never 
leave calling Vrancis xh&t his tale to me may be nothing, but 
Anon : ftep afide, and i’le foew thee a prefent. 

T nines. Yrancis. 

Prince Thou art perfed. Poines.Yrancis. 

Fr<*».Anon,anon lir;looke down into thepomegranat,Pa//if 

m Da P rinct , 




Tk Hiftory of - HemuHob, 

Fringe. Come hither, Francis. < ■■< . ••_ fj 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thou to fcrve,Fr4w« ? 

Yrancif.ToiCooth fivcyecres,and as much as to — • — . 

Boyncs, Francis. .'A jjov 2- :co afij Jfjijgl 

Fr4«fef. Anon,anon,fir. . ' ■ 

Prince, live yeares ; berlady a long leafe for the chinckiiw 
of pewter : But F r Anris, dared thou be fo valliant, as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and fhew it a fairepaire of 
heeles,and runne from it ? 

France, O Lord fir , i’le be fwome upon all the Bookes in 
England, I could find in my heart. 

Poynes. Francis , Francis. Anon fir; 

Prince . How old art thou, Francis > 

F ranc is. Let me fee, about kMkhaelrms next I fhallbc— 

Poynes. Francis. 

Francis. Mon fir, pray youftay a little, my Lord. 

Princely , but harkc you Francis , for the Sugar thou ga- 
velt me,’twas but a penny worth, waft not ? 

Francis. Q Lord, I would it had beene two. 

'FPrmce. I will give thee for it a thouiand pound, asketne 
when thou wilt, and thou ihalt have it. 

Poynes Francis, F^«c«.Anon,anon. 

Prince. Anon Francis ? No. Francis,, hot to morrow F rwscii 
or Francis, on Tliurieday.:ox indeed F? - 4«cA,when thou wilt s 
But Francis . 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this Lcatheme Jerkin, Chriftallbut* 
ton,Not-pated, Agat-rtng, puke-ftocking, Caddice-garter, 

Smooth-tongue, Spanifh-pouch ? 

Francis . O Lord fir, who doeyou meane ? , . . . . 

Prince. Why then your Brownc-baftard is your oneiy f-YY an Yb” 11 ' ^ ,l 'i c iacke.Boy.E’re I lead this 

dr -?i k /5v, for looke you Francis : your white canvaffc Doublet I* ^ r^m,apd foot them 

Wlil fullev.In TSarbarnR i\ it* cunnn * ^ P* a SU e o< all covvaids*Givc me a cup of facke,rogue 3 i$ 

TV^DldlJ thou never ke Titan km & difhofbutter . 
pittifiill hearted Titan , that melted at the fweettaleofthe 
’un ? ft thou didft, then behold that compound. 

Vi 
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pint. What, ftandft thou ftill, and heareft fach a calling ? 
Iooketothe Ghefts wrthin.My Lerd,old fir Iohn with halfc a 
dozen more, are atthe dore,fhall I let them in ? 

/Vi. Let them alone a while, and then open the dorc.Poyncs 

Poynes. MonMon fir. Enter Poynes. 

Pri. Sirra, Falftafte and the reft oftheTheeves, are at the 
doore, fhall we be merry ? 

Poy. As merry as Crickets, my Lad : but harke yce,what 
cunning match have you made with this j eft of the Drawer? 
come,what’s the iflue ? 

Pn I am now of all humors, that have fhewed themfelves 
humors ,(ince the old daies ofgood man zAdam,x.o the pupill 
age of this prefent Twelue a clocke at midnight. What’s a 
clo eke, Francis ? 

Francis. Anon, anon fir. 

Prin. That ever this fellow ftiould have fewer words then 
a P2rrat,and yet thefon of a woman. His induftry is up ftaires 
and do wne ftaires, his eloquence the parcell of a reckoning. I 
am not yet of Perceys minde,the Hotjpur of the Norths that 
l;. :1 s me fome <5. or 7 -dozcn of Scots at a break faft, wafhes his 
hands, and fayes to his wife. Fie upon this quiet life , I want 
work .0 my fweet Harry fayes flic ! how many ha ft thOu kild 
to day?Givemy Rban horfe a drench(fiyes he)and anfwers 
fome fourteene,an hour after:a trifle, a trifle. I prethee call in 
Falftajfe,F\z play Percy, and that damn’d Brawne fhall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife./?iw,faies the drunkard :call in ribs 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Falftafe.' 

Psynes. Welcome Iac%e, where haft thou been ? 

F alf, A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vengeance too; ■■ 



J • jr uuii WlUlv l<dilVdllt L/V 

Wimulley.In Ear bar y fir, it cannot come to fo much. 
Francis fir ‘ . Poynes. Francis , 

Prince. Away you rogue,doft thou not heare them call ? 
Heeye they both call him, the PI rawer ft antis amassed, net 
knowing whieh way to goe. Enter Vintner 
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F<j/.Y ou rogU£,here’s Lime in this Sack too, there is nothing 
but roguery to befoundinvillanousmajyetacowardis w ot | 
thena cup of fack with tynein it.A villanous coward, go thy 
waies.old Afc%,die when thou wiltsif man hood, good mar!, 
hood be not forgot upon the face of the earth, then am I a (hot- 
ten herring.-there lives not t, .good men unhang’ d in Pngl m { 
and one of them is fat, and growes old;God helpe the while- 
a bad world I fay : I would I were a weaver , I could 14 
f- PfalmeSjOr any thing. A plague of all cowards, I fay dill. ° 

Prin. How now Wool-facke, what mutter you ? 

F *1. A Kings Son?if I doe not beat thee out of thy Kingdom 
with a dagger ofLath, and drive all thy Subjects afore the; 
like a flocke of Wild-geefe, i’le never weare haire on my fee 
more, you Prince of Wale* ? 

Prin. W hy, you horfon round man, what’s the matter ? 

I-V.Are you not a coward ? anfwer me to that,and 7m 
there. 

‘Prin. Zounds ye fat paunch^and ye call me coward, by the 
Lord i’le ftab thee. 

F al. I call thee coward ? i’le fee thee damn’de'rc I call thee 
coward, but, I would give a thoufand pound I could runneai 
faft as thou canft.You are ftraight enough in the fhoulders,you 
care not who fees your backe : call you that backing of your 
friends?a plague upon fuch backing : give me them thatwilli 
face me, give me a cup of facke,! am a rogue if I drunketo day 

Prin. O villaine,thy lips are fcarce wip’d fince thoudiunk’6 
laft. F^/.All s one for that. He drink's. 

A plague of all cowards ftill, fay I. 

"Prin. what’s the matter ? 

Val. What’s the matter ? heerc be foure of us .have tans* 
thoufand pound this morning. 

Prin. Where is it,A?c/^\where is it ? 

F alf. Where is it? taken from us it is; a hundred upon 
poore foure of us. 

Prf»What,ahundred,man ? & * 

F 4 /.I am a rogue, if I were not at halfe fwprd witrfa dozen 
ofthem two houres together.I have fcaped by miracle. 1 aw 
eight times thruft thorow the Doublet, foure thorow tkj , 
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Hole, my buckler cut thorow and thorow, my Sword hack’t 
like a hand-few jeccefignttm, I never dealt better fince I was a 
man, all would not do. A plague ofall cowards , let them 
fpeake, if they fpeake more or Ieffe then truth , they are vil- 
lages, and the fonnes of darknefle. 

6 W.Speake,firs,hoW was it ? 

Roff. We foure fet upon a dozen . 

F alf. Sixteene at leaft, my Lord, 

Ref And bound them. 

A«.No. no they were not bound. 

Valf.Xoa rogue. they were bound, every man cf them, or I 
am a lew elfe,an Hebrew lew. ( us. 

Roff. As we were fharing,fome 6. or 7 . frefh men fet upon 

F alf. And unbound the reft,and then came in the other. 

/V«*.What fought ye with them all ? 

Valf.KW ?i know not whatyoucall alhbutifl fought not 
with fifty of them, I am a bunch ofRadilli : if there were not 
two or three and fifty upon poore old facl^, then am I no 
twoleg’d creature. 

Po/K.Pray God you have not murthered fome of them. 

F al. Nay that s paft praying for, I have pepper’d two of 
them : Two I am fure I have payed, two rogues in Buckrom 
fetes: f tell thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a lie,fpit in my face ; cal 
me Horfe .-thou kno well my old word : here I lay,and thus 1 
bore my pointdoure rogues in Buckrom let drive at me. 

Prin. What, foure ? thou fa id (I but two,even now. 

F^/.Foure Hal. I told thee foure. 

Po'tn. 1,1 ; he laid foure. 

F/;/.Thefe foure came all afrontand mainely thruft at me • 
I made nomoreadoe,buttooke all their feven point in my 
Target, thus j 

/Vj».Seven?why there were but foure, even now. 

F at. In Buckrom. 



i tmi,roure,in iiuckrom fetes, 



Frf/, Seven, by thefe Hilts, or lama villaine elfe s 

Ct ^ ra alone, we fhall have more anon. 
F^y.Doeft thou heare mefHall. 

7n«.l,and marks thee too Jacke. ' 
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Talf. Do fo, for it is worth the liftewng to, thefc ui-. ; 
Buckrom, that Itold thee of. 

2V/».So,two more already. 

F^Their poynts being broken. 

jPej^Downc fell his hole. 

F*/. Began to give me groundnut I followed me clofe,^ 
in foot & hand, and with a thought ,fcvcn of the eleven I par 

Pr O monftrousleleven buckrom-mcn growncout oftvvoj 
F*. But as the divel would have it,three mif-begotten knavcj 
in Kendall §reenc,came at my backe, and let drive at me,(o: 
it was fo darke, Hall , that thou couldft not fee thy hand. ' 

2Vi«.Thcfc lyes are like the father that begets thcm,groff : 
as a moiintaine,ope,pa1pable.Why,thou clay-braind guts,thc: 
knotty-pated foole,thou horfonobfeene greafie tallow ca^l 

F^/r What Part thou madPart thou madPis not the truth tk 
truth ? 

Prin. Why, how couldft thou know thefe men in KeM 
greene, when it was fo darkethou couldft not feetliyh^jl 
come tell us your reafon.What fayft thou to this ? 

Pa).Come,your rcafon,/*c%,y our rcafon. 

Yalf. What, upon compulfion ? 2ounds,and I were at tk: 
ftrappado, or all the racks in the world, I would not tell 5 ® 
on compulfion. Give you a reafon on compulfion ? ifreafort. 
were as plenty as black-berries,I would giveno manaieaffl 
upon compulfion,!. 

Prin lie be no longer guilty ofthisfinnc.Thisfanguineco' 
ward, this bed-prefler, this horfc -back-breaker, this huge hill-, 
.offiefh. 

Yalf Zblood you ftarueling, you elfskinne,you dried neats' 
tongue, buls pizzle,you ftock-fifh : O forbreath to utter vvte 
is like thee ? you taylors-yard, you fheatb,you bow-cafe,)« 
vile ftanding tucke. 

Pr Well .breathe a while,and then toit againe,& when thou J 
haft tired thy fclfc in bafe c 6 parifons,hcarc me fpeake butth'Ji 

Pojr.lAa.rkc,Iacke. 

Pri. We two law you foure fet on foure and bound them i 
were mafters of their wealthunark now how a plain taleik 
put you downetthen did wc two fet on you foure, and with 
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Word, outfac’d you from prize, and have it, yea, andcanfhew 
it you here in the houfe : and ¥aiftdffe,you carried your guts a- 
wav as nimbly ,with as quick dexterity , & roared tor mercy ,& 
ftill run & roare,as ever Iheard Bul-calfe.What a (lave art thou 
to hacke thy fword as thou haft done , and then lay it was m 
fight? what trickePwhat device ? what ftarting hole canft thou 
now finde out, to hide thee from this open & apparant fhame? 

Toy. Come lets hear c^Iache, what tricke haft thou now ? 

F alf. By the Lord,I knew yee as well as he that made yee. 
Why heareyou mafters , was it for me, to kill the Heire ap- 
parant? fhould I turne upon thetrue Prince P'Why ,thou know- 
eft I am as valiant as Hercules : but beware inftiwft, the Lyon 
wall not touch thetrue Prince, inftinft is a great matter.I was a 
coward on inftindf, I fhall thinketije better of my felrc , and 
thee, during my life ; T, for a valiant Lion, and thou fora true 
Prince : but by the Lord, Lads, lam glad you have the money. 
Hofteffe clap to the doores, watch to night, pray to morrow : 
Gallants,Lads,Boyes, Hearts of gold, all the titles of good fel- 
lowfhip cometo you. What, (hall we be merry ? fhall we have 
a Play extempore ? 

Trin. Content, and the argument fhall be, thy running away, 

Ya/f. A, wo more of that Ba^&c thou loueft m e.EnterBoftefle 

Bof.O Jefu, my Lord the Prince ! 

PrinWow now my Lady the Hoftelfe,what feift thou to me? 

Bof. Marry,my L .there is a noble man of the court, at doore, 
would fpeake with you: he fayeshe comes from your father. 

Prin , Give him as much as will make him a Royall man, and 
fend him backe againe to my mother. 

•F^Z/CWhat manner of man is he ? 

Bof. An old man. 

F^/.Wbat doth gravity out of his Bed at mid-night ? Shall 
I give him his anfwer ? 

Pm.Prethee dozjacke. s 

F<*/.Fayth, and i’le fend him packing. 

Pm.Nowfirs:birlady you fought faire, fo did you Veto, fo 
did you 'Bardel ;you are Lyons too,you ran away upon inftind, 
you will not touch the true Prince, no,fie. 

-tf^.FaithjI ran when I faw others runne. 

. E 
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Prin. Faith, tell me now in earned , how came Ttafllaff,, 
Sword fohackt? ps I 

Veto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid he would 
fw eare truth out of England, but he would make you beleeve it 
was done in fight, and perfwaded us to doe the like. 

C ar - Yea, and to tickle our noics with fpeare-grafle, to make 
them bleede, and then to befiubber our garments with it, and 
fweare it wasthe blood of true men. I did that I did not this 
feven yeares before, I hlufh to heare his monfirous devices. 

Prin.O villaine, thou doled a cup o f Sacke eighteene yeares 
ago, and Wert taken witli the manner, and,ever fince thou haft 
fclufiit extempore, thou hadft fire and ( word on thy fide , and 
yet thou rand away : what inftindt hadft thou for it ? * [ 

'Bur. My Lord, doe you feethefe meteors? docyouiehold I 
thefe exhalations ? 9 ft 

Poin.Jdoc. , 

Bar . What thinke you they portend ? 

Prin. Hot Livers, and cold purfes. 

Bar. Choler,my Lord,ifrightly taken. 

Enter Valflaffe. 

Prin. No, if rightly taken,Halter.Hcere. comesleane Where 
comes bare-bones. How now fweete creature of Bombaft 
how long is’t agoc,/^,fince thou faweft thine owne Knee? ’ 

V alf My owne Knee?vvhen I was about thy veeresf Hali)\ 
was not an Eagles tallon in the waited couldhave crept into 
any Aldermans thumbe-ring : a plague of fighing and griefe, it 
bio wes a man up like a bladder. Ther’s villanous news abroad, 
here was Sir lohnBraby from your father : youmuftgoeto 
the Court m the morning. The fame mad fellow oftbe North 
Bercy^mhe of fEales, thzt gave *simamon the Baflinado, and 
mad t Lucifer cuckold , and fworc the divcll his true liegeman 
upon the Croffe of a Welfii-hook-what a plague call you him? 

P by, O, Cjlendowcr ! * 

V f-?, W T Q l f* d ™erM fame,and his fonne in law Mortimer, 
and old Northumberland, and thefprightly^^ of Scones ,Dow 
gUs, that runs a horfebacke up a hill perpendicular. 

Bnn.Wt that rides at high fpeede, and with a piftoll killesa 
Sparrow flying. 

F alf. 
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Valf. You have hit it. 

Prin. So did he never the Sparrow. 

F^/.Well, that rafcall hath good mettall in him,he will not 

rUI ?r^.Why ; what a rafcall art thou then, to praife him lb for- 

running ? _ , 

YalJA horfe-backe fyee Cuckoe ) but onfoote he will not 

budge a fbote. 

Prin. Yes lacke, upon inftinbb 

F alf. I grant ye, upon inftintft : well, he is there too., and one 
Mordakc , and a thoufond blue Caps more, tvorcefier is ftolne 
away by night, thy fathers beard isturn’d white with the news, 
you may buy Land now as cheape as {linking Mackrell . 

Prinfl jhen J txs like ,if there comeahot Sunne, and this civill 
buffiti^^old , we {hall buy may den-heads as they buy Hob- 
nay les, by the hundreds. 

FW.By the M?.fle,Lad , thou faift true,it is like we Shall have 
good trading that way.But tell me. Hall, Art not thou horribly 
afeard ? thou being Heire apparent, could the world pickethce 
out threefuch enemies againe,as that fiend Dowglas, that fprite 
Percy ^d that divell Glendower ? Art thou not horribly afraide? 
-doth not thy blood thrill at it ? 

Prin.N ot a whit y faith : I lacke £bme of thy inftinift. 

F^/f Well, thou wilt be horribly chiddeto morrow, when 
thou commeft to thy Father :if thou doe love me , prabtife an 
anfvvere. 

Brin. Do thou (land for my Father,and examine me upon the 
particulars of my life. 

F alf Shall I ? content : this Chaire {hall be my State, this 
Dagger my Scepter, and this Cufhin my Crowne. 

Prin. Thy State is taken for a joynd floole,thy golden Scep- 
ter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowneior apit- 
tifull bald Crowne. . 

F alf. Well , and the fire of Grace be not quite out of thee, 
now fhalt thou be moved. Give me a cupp of Sacke, to make 
mine eyes looke redde , that it may be thought I have wept : 
For I mud fpeake inpalTion, and I will doe it in King Camby- 
fes veine. 
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P/w.Well,heere is my legge. 

F al. And here is my fpeech : (land afide, Nobility. 

Ho.O Jefu,this is excellent fport, yfaith. 

Frt/.VVeepe not fweete Q,ueene,fbr tricklin 

Ho. O the father, how he holds his countenance ? 

Yal. For Gods fake Lords, convey my truilfull Qjeenej 
For tea res do flop the floud-gates of her eyes. 

Ho. O J efu. he doth it as like one of thete harlotry players^ 
ever I fee. 

F<*/.Peace good Pint-pot, peace goodticklc-braine. 

Harry , 1 doe not onely marvell where thou Ipendeft thy time, 
butalfo,how thou art accompanied : For though the Cammo- 1 
mile.the more it is troden, the fatter it gro wes ; yet youth, the j 
more it is wafted, the fooner it weares-thou art:my fonne,I have i 
partly thy mothers word, partly my opinion;but chiefly,, a vil- 
anoustricke of thine eye, and a foolilh hanging of thy nether 
ip, that doth warrant me.If then thou be ionne to me, here licth 
the poynt; why, being fonne to me, art thou io pointed at ? Hull 1 
the blefted ionne of heaven prove a micher, and eate Blacke-ber* 
ries?a queftionnotto beaskt.Shall the fonne of England prove 
a thiefe,and take purfes ? a queftion to be askt-.There is a thing, 
Harry , which thou haft often heard of, and it is known© to ma- 
ny in our Land,by the name ofPitchjthis Pitch(as ancient wri- 
ters doe report)doth defileMo doth the company thou keepeft: 
for Harry , now I doe not fpeak to thee in drinkc, but in teares ; 
not in pleaiure, but in paftion ;not in words only, but in woes 
alio.-and yet there is a vertuous man, whom .1 have often noted 
in thy company, but I know not hisname. 

Pm.What manner of man, and it like your Majefty ? 

F al A goodly portly manyfaith,and a corpulent, of a cheer- 
full lopke,a pleating eie,& a mo ft noble carriage, and as I think 
his agefome fifty, or birlady, inclining to threescore, and now I 
remember mejhisname is YalBafe:\f that man fhouldbe lewd* 
ly given,he deceives me. For H arry,\ fee vertue in his lookesjif 
thenthe tree may be known by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, 
then peremptorily I fpeake it, there is vertue in that F alfiajfe, 
himkeepe with, the reft banifti,ind tell me now, thou naughty 
varlct,tell me, where haft thou beene this ra onth ? 
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Prince. Doft thou fpeake like a King ? doe thou ftand for me > 

ai ^/.Depole me,ifthou doft it halfefo gravely ,fo tnajeftially 
both in word and matter, hang me up by the heeles for a Rab- 
bet-fucker,or a po wlters have. 

Prince. Well, heere I am fet. 

FrfZ/iAndheere I ftand, judge- my mailers. 

Prince. Now Harry, whence come you.' 

F alf. My noble Lord , ff om E aSl-cheape. 

Prince, The complaints I heate of thee, are grievous. 

Frf/f.Zbloud my Lord,they are falfemay, l’le tickle yee for a 

young Prince yfaith. , . . 

Prin. Sweareft thou, ungracious Boy?henceforth ne relookc 
on me, thou art \ iolentlv carried away from grace • there is a 
divcl haunts thee in the likenefle of a fat old man,a tunne of man 
is thy companion; why doft thou converfe with thattrunke of 
humors, that boulting-hutch of bcaftlineffe, that fowlne parcel! 
of Dropfies,that huge bombard of Sacke,that ftuift Cloake-bag 
of gutts, that rolled Manning- tree Oxe with the pudding in his 
belly, that reverent Vice, that gray Iniquitie, that father Rut 
fian.that vanity in yeares P.wherein is he good, but to tafte Sack 
and drinke it? wherein neate and cleanly, but to carue a Capon 
and eate it? wherein cunning, but in Craft? wherein crafty, but 
in Villany? wherein villanous, but in all things. ? wherein wor- 
thy, but in nothing ? 

Ydf\ would your.Grace would take ms with you : whom , 
meanes your Grace ? 

fVH.That villanous abominable mifleader of youth, Y alfiajfe, 
that old white-bearded Satan. 

Fa/.My Lord,the maal know. Prin . I know thou deft, 

IW. But to fay, I kno w more harms in him then in my felfe, 
were to fay more then I know .-that he is old(the more the pi- 
ty)his white haires do witneffe it : but that he i , ( laving your 
reverence ) a whoremafter, that I utterly deny ; if Sackeand 
Sugar be a fault, God helpe the wicked : if to be old and merry 
be a fin, then many an old Oaft that I know, is damn’d ; if to be^ 
fatte,betobe hated, then Pbaraehs leane Kine are to be loved/ 
No, my goodLordjbanifh jP«<?,banilh Harriot, banifb Poynes,but 
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for fvveet lac^s V' alftaffe , kind facke Valfhtffi.t rue lacke Valfitr e 
valiant lacks V alfta ffe^nd therefore more valiant, being as he 
Wold lacks ¥ alftaffe jomifa not him thy Harries company^, 
nilli not him thy Barries company j banifh plumpe lackey 
banifh all the world. 

Prin. I doe, I will. Enter 'Bar doll running. 

Bar. 0,my Lord, my Lord, the Shriefe,with a moft monftrous 
W atch is at the doore. 

F^Out you rogue. play out the play . I have much to fay in 
thebehalfe of that F alftaffe. 

Enter the Bofteffe. 

Hof. O Jefii.my Lord, my Lord I 
F alf. Heigh, heigh, the Divell rides upon a Fiddle-ftickc, 
what’s the matter ? 

Bof.lhs Sherife and all the Watch are at the dore, theyare 1 
come to fearch the Houfe,fhall I let them in ? 

F alf. Doll: thou heare, Ba ll ? never call a true piece of Gold, 
a Counterfeit, thou art eflentially made, without feemingfo. 

' Erin, And thou art a naturall Coward, without inftind. 
¥alf.l deny your Ma jor;if you will deny the Sherife, fo, if not 
let him enter. If I become not a Cart as well as another man, a 
plague on my bringing up : I hope I fhall as foone be ftranglcd 
with a Halter as another. 

Erin. Gochide thee behir.de the Arras, the reft walke up a* 
bove. Now my Mafters;for a true Face and good Confcience. 

F<*//lBoth which 1 have had • but their date is out,and there- 
fore i’lehide me. 

Pr in. Call in the Sherife. 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier . 

PravNow mafter Sherife,what is your wil with me ? 

S &«-.Firft,pardon me,rr.y Lord. A hue and cry hath followed 
certaine men unto this houfc. 

Erin.W hat men? 

Sher. One of them is well knowne, my gracious Lord, a 
greffe fat man. 

Car. As fit as Butter. 

Prince. The man, I do allure you, is not heere, 

For I my felfe at this time have employed him : 

And 
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And Sherife, I will ingage my word to thee. 

That I will by to morrow dinner time. 

Send him to anfwere thee or any man, 

For any thing he fhall be charg’d withall. 

And fo let me intreate you leave the houfe. 

Sher. I will, my Lord, thereare two Gentlemen. 

Have iti this robbery loft 3000. Markes. 

Prin. It may be fo if he have rob’d thefemcn, 

He fhall be anfwerable : and fo farewell. 

Sher. Good night, my noble Lord. 

Prin. I thinke it is good morrow, i sit not ? 

Sher. Indeed, my Lord, I thinke it is two a clocke. £xip. 

Erin. This oyly rafcall is knowne as well as Poulcs : go call 
him forth. 

Peto.Y alfiaffe ? faft afleepebehinde the Arras, and fnorting 
like a horfe. 

Erin. Harkehow hard he fetches breath, fearch his pockets. 

Be fearcheth his pockets, and findeth certaine pappers. 

Prin. What haft thou found ? 

Peto. Nothing but papers, my Lord. 

Erin, Let's fee what be they : read them. 

Item a Capon 
Item fawce 

Item Sacke,two gallons 
Item Anchovesand Sacke after Supper 
Item bread 

O monftrous, but one halfe peni worth of bread to this intole- 
rable deale ofSackelWhat there is elle,keepclofe,weele read it 
at more advantage, there let him fieepe till day.i’le to the Court 
la the morning We muft all to the Warres,and thy place fhalL 
be honorable. I le procure this fat rogue a charge of foote.and 
I know his death will be a march of twelve fcore j the money 
hall be payed bactcc againewith advantage : be with me be- 
rimes m the morning, and fo good rhor.ow r Peto. 

Peto. Good morrow, good my Lord. Exeunt, 

enter Botjpur, IVorcefter, Lord CMortimer , 

Owen Cjlendovpcr. 

Mor, Thefe promifes are faire,the, parties fore. 

And 
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And our jndu&ion full of profperous hope. 

Hot. Lord Mortimer ,& Coufin Glendower ^iW you fit down? 
And Uncle Worcester- a plague upon it, I have forgot the Map, | 

(7/<?»,No,heere it is ; fit coufin Percy, fit, good coufin Uotjjmr. f 
for by that name, as often as Lancafterd othipeakeofyou, Hs ’h 
cheeke lookes pale, and with a riling figh he wifhethyouin ' 
Heaven. 

Hot. And you in Hell, as oft as he hearcs Owen Glenitrtift, [ 
fpoke of. 

Glen. I cannot blame him ; at my nativity, 

The front of Heaven was full of fiery fhapes 
Of burning Creffets : and at my birth. 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 
S bak’d like a Coward. 

Hot. Why So it would have done at the fame feafon, if your 
mothers Cat had but kitned , though your felfe had never been 
borne. 

C/len.J fay/he Earth did fiiake when I was borne. 

hot. And I lay, the Earth was not of my mind. 

If you liippofe.as fearingyou,it fhooke. 

GlenlXhz Heavens were all on fire, the Earth did tremble. 

Hot. Ob, then the Earth fhooke to fee the Heavens on fire, 
And not in feare of your Nativity : 

Difeafed nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In ftrange eruptions, and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kind of Collicke pincht and vext. 

By the imprifoning of unruly Winde . 

W ithin her wombe , which for inlargement ftriving, 

Shakes the old beldame Earth, and topples downe 
Steeples, and mofle-growne Towers, At your Birth 
Our Grandam Earth, having this diftemperature, 

Inpaflion fhooke. 

Glen, Coufiojof many men 
I doe not beare thele erodings : give me leave 
To tell you once againe.that at my birth. 

The front of Heaven was full of fiery fhapes, 

TheGoates ran from the Mountaines ; and the Heards 
Wereftrangely clamorous to thefrighted Fields, 
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Thefe fignes have mark’t me extraordinary. 

And all the courfes of my life doe fhew, 

I am not in the rolle of common men : 

Where is the living, dipt in with the Sea, 

That chides the Bankes of England,Scotland t and Wales, 
Which cals me pupill,or hath read to me, 

And bring him out that is but Womans fonne, 

Can trace me in the tedious way of Art t 
And hold me pace in deepe experiments. 

Hot. I thinke there’s no man fpeakes better Welfi>, 
l’le to dinner. 

cJWor.Vca.cc, coufin Percy, you will make him mad. 
glen. I can call Spirits from the vafty deepe. 

Hot. Why,fo can I, or fo can any man : 

But will they comedy hen you doe call for them ? 
Glen.'Whyy can teach thee, coufin, to command the Divell. 
Hot. And I can teach thee, coufin, to fhame the Divell 
By telling truth.Tell truth, and fhame the Divell. 

If thou have power to raife him, bring him hither. 

And i’le be fworne,! have power to fhame him hence. 

Oh while you live,tell truth,and fhame the Divell. 

Mor. Come, come : no more of this unprofitable chat. 
glenXbxec times hath Henry BHlUngbroohe made head 
Againft my power, thrice from the banke of Wye, 

And Sandy »bottom’d Severne have I font him 
Bootleffehome,ar.d weather-beaten backe. 

AW.Home without bootes,and in foule weather too ? 

How feapes he agues in thedivels name ? 

<y/f».ComeJiere is the Map, fhall we divide our right. 
According to our threefold order tane l 
Mor. The ^Archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits, very equally ; 

England from Trent, w.d Severne hitherto:, 

By South and Eaft,is to my partaflignde. 

All Well ward Wales beyond the Severne fhore, 

And al 1 the fertile land within that bound 
To Owen giendower : and,deare Cuz, to you 
The remnant Northward, lying offftom Trent, 

^ And 
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And our indentures tripartite are drawne, 

Which being foaled interchangeably, 

( A bufinefle that this night may execute : ) 

To morrow, coufin Percy > you and I, 

And my good Lord of tvorcejier will let forth. 

To meete your father and the Scottish power, 

Asisappoy nted us, at Shrewsbury : 

My father Cjhnloveer is not ready yet. 

Nor fhall wee neede his helpc thefc fourteene daies • 

W ithin that fpace, you may have drawne together 
Your tenants, friends and neighbouring Gentlemen. 

Glen . A fhorter time (hall fend me to you. Lord?, 

And in my condud fhall your Ladies come, 

From whom you now muft fteale and take no leave. 

For there will be a world of water foed. 

Upon the parting of your wives and you. 

H or. Me think es my moity North from Hurt on heerc. 

In quantity equals not one of yours : 

See , how this river comes me cranking in, 

And cuts me from the belt ofall my land, 

A huge halfe Moone, a monftorus fcantle out ; 

I’le have the currant in this place darn'd up. 

And here the fmag and filver Trent fhall run. 

In a new channell, faire and evenly. 

It fhall not winde with ftch a deepe indent. 

To rob me of lb rich a bottome here, 

G&tf.Not wind ?it fhall, it muft, you fee it doth. 

Mor .Y ea,but marke how he beares his courfe, and nips 
up, with likeadvantagc on the other fide, gelding the or 
continents much as on the other fide it takes from you, 

Wor Yea,but a littlecharge will trench him here 
And on this North-fide,win this ape ofland. 

And then he runs ftraight and even. 

H^.I'le have it lb, a little charge will doc it. 

(jle.n Fie not have it altered. 

Ho#. Will not you ? 

£/c«.No ,nor you foal 1 not. 

Ho# .Who fhall lay me nay ? 

gh, 
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glen. Why that will I. 

Hot. Let me not underftand you then, fpeake it in Wilfh. 

glen. lean fpeake Snglijh, Lord,as well as you, 

For I was trained up in the Snglijh Court, 

Where,being but yong, I framed to the Harpe 
Many an Snglijh dittic, lovely well. 

And gave the tongue a helpefol ornament : 

A vertue that was never feene in you. 

Hot. Marry, andlam glad ofitwithall my heart: 

I had rather bee a kitten and cry mew. 

Then one ofthefe fame meter ballet-mongers : 

1 had rather heare a brazen canfticke turnd. 

Or a dry wheele grate on the axeltree, 

And that would fet my teeth nothing an edge. 

Nothing fo much asminfing Poetry : 

T’is like the forc’t gate of a foufiing nag. 

Glent. Come, you foall have Trent turn’d. 

Hot. I doe not care, He give thrice fo much Land 
To any well-deferving friend .* 

But in the way ofbargaine, marke yee mee , 

He cavil on the ninth part of a haire. 

Are the indentures drawne ? fhall wee be gone ? 

Glen. The Moone foines faire. you may away by night ; . 
lie bafte the writer, and withall 
Breake with your wives, ofyour departure hence. 

I am afraid my daughter will run mad, 

So much fhee doteth on her Mortimer , Exit. 

Mor. Fie coufin Percy, how you crofle my father l 

Hot. I cannot chufe, fometimes hee angers mee, 

With telling mee of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 

Of the dreamer Merlin and his Prophecies : 

And ofa dragon and a finleffe fifo, 

A clip-wingd Griffin, and a moulten Raven, 

A couching Lyon, anda ramping Cat, 

And fuch a deale of skimble s kamble ftuffe. 

As puts mee from my faith. I tell you what , 

Hee held mce la ft night, at leaft nine honres , 

In reckoning up the feverall divels names, 

F 2 ^ That 
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That were his Laekies, I cried hum, and well, goto. 

But markt him not a word ; 0,hee is as tedious 
As a tyred Horfe, a rayling r Wife, 

Worfe then a fmokie Houle. I had rather live 
WichCheefeandGarlike ina Wind-mill farre. 

Then teed on cates,andhave himtalke-tomee. 

In any Summer-houfe in Chriftcndome. 

M or . In faith he was a worthy Gentleman, 

Exceeding well read and profited 
In ftrangeconcealements, valiant as a Lyon,. 

And wondrous affable,, and as bountiful 1 
As Mines of India : fhall 1 tell you, Coufin, 

Hee holds your temper in a high rel'pedf. 

And curbs himfelfe,even of his naturall feope, 
Whenycttcome erode his humor, faith hee does. 

I warrant you,, that mas is not alive, 

Might fo have tempted hipaj as you have done, 

Without the tafte of danger and reproofe : 

Blit doe not ufe it oft, let me intreat you. 

Mor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfoll blame. 
And fince your comming hither, have done enough 
T o put him quite befides his patience. 

You muft needs learne, Lord, to amend this fault. ' 
Though fometimes it ihew greatneffe, courage, blood. 
And thats the dcareft grace it renders you : 

Yet oftentimes it doth prelent harfh rage, 

Defedl of manners, want of Government , 

Pride, hautinefle, opinion, and difdaine j 
The leaft ofw hich haunting a Nobleman , 

Lofeth mens hearts, and leaves behind a ftaine 
Vpon the beautie of‘ all parts befides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hot. Well, I am fchoold. Good-manners by your fpeed. 
Heere come our wives, and let us take qur leaves. 

, Enter Cjlendorver, with the Ladies. 

Mor. This is the deadly Ipight that angers me. 

My Wife can fpeake no Snglifh , I no Welfh, 

§le». My daughter wecpes,fheele not part with you> 
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Sjieelebe a foldier too, fhec’le to the warres 
CMor. Good father, tell her.that fbe,androy Aunt Percy, 

Shall follow in your conduff fpeedily- 

, G l endorser fpeake s to her in tVeljh ,anu poe anfveers 
him in the fame. 

Glen, Shee is delperate heere, r 

A peevilh lelfe will’d harlotry,one that no perlwaUon candoe 
good upon. 

The Lady Jpeakes in fVcljt?. 
tji tor. I underfland thy lookes, that prety vvdfy 
Which thoupowreft downefromthcle Iwelung Heavens, 

I am too perfect inland but for fhame. 

In luch a parley I could anfwerthce. 

The Lady againe in Welfh. 

Mor. I underftand thy kiCfes, and thou mine, 

And that’s a feeling deputation : 

But I will never be a truant, love. 

Till I have learn’d thy language , for thy tongue 
Makes welfh as fweete as ditties highly pend. 

Sung by a faire Queene in a Summers bower. 

With ravifiiing divifion to her lute. 

Cjten. Nay, if thou melt, then will flaee runne mad. 

The Lady jpeakes againe in iVelfb. 

Mor. 0,1 am ignorance it lelfe in this. 

Cjlen. Shee bids you on the wanton rallies lay you downe. 
And reft your gentle head upon her lap , 

And fiae willfing the Song that pleafeth you. 

And on your eyelids crowne the god of fieepe, • 

Charming your bloud with pleafing heavinefle 
Making fuch difference betwixt wake and fieepe,. ^ 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heavenly harveft teeme 
Begins his golden progrefle in the Eaft. 

cMor, With all my heart i’le lit and heare her fing. 

By that timewillourBookelthinkebediawne. ’ 

Cjlen . Do fo : and thofe Muficians that fhall play to you* 

Hang in theAyrca thoufend Leagues from hence. 

And ftraight they fhall be here, fit and attend, 

* £ Bc% 
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Hot. Come Kate, thou art perfect in lying downe, 
Come,quicke, quicke,thatl may lay my head in thy lap. 
Z<*.Go,yee giddy goofe. 

The Mttficke playes. 

Hot. Now I perceive the Divell underftands tVeljh. 

And ’tis no marvell he is fo humorous, 

Birlady he is a good mufician. 

La. Then would you be nothing but muficall. 

Tor you are altogether by humours : 

Lie Itilhye thieire, and heare the Lady fing in IVelfh. 

Hot. I had rather heare,Lady, my breech howlc in hrifh, 
Z^.WouId’ft have thy head broken ? 

Hot. No. 

La. Then be ftill. 

Hot. Neither, ’tis a womans fault. 

£<*.Now God helpe thee. 

H<tf. To the Weljh Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that? 

Peace, lhee fings. 

, Heere the Lady fings a JVejh Song. 

Hot. ( ome, i’lehave your Song too. 

La. Not mine in good Tooth. 

Hot .Not yours in good Tooth ? Hart, you fwearc like a com- 
fitmakers wife,not you in good Tooth ; & as true as I live, and as 
God Trial 1 mend me, and as lure as day : 

And giveft TuchTarcenet Turety for thy othcs, 

As if thou never walk’ft'further then Finsbury. 

S weare mc'Kate,\ikc a Lady as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling oath, and leave in Tooth, 

And fitch proteft of pepper ginger-bread, 

To velvet gard$,and Sunday Cittizens. 

Come, fing. 

La. I will not fing. 

Har,Tis'the next way to tume tayior/ir be red-breft teacher: 
and the indentures be drawne,P le away within thefe 2 . hours, 
and To come in when you will. Lxh . 

Glen. Come, come; Lord Mortimer ,you are flow. 

As Hot Lord Percy is on fire to goe. 

J 5 By 






Henry the Fourth . 

By this our Booke is drawne,wee’le but Teale, 

And then to horfe immediately. 

/LG'. With all my heart. Exeunt. 

Enter the King , Prince of Wales ,and others. 

Kin t. Lords, give us leave, tire Trincc of Wales , and I, 
ynft hav e Tome private conference , butbeneereathand. 
For we fhall prefently have need of you. E xennt Lords 

I know not whether God will have it fo, 

Fcrfome difpleafing fervice I have done. 

That in his fecrct doomc, out of my blood , 

Heeie breed revengement and a fcourge forme : 

But thou doft in the paflagesoflife, 

Make me beleeve , that thou art onely mark’t 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of Heaven, 

Topunifh my mif-treadings. Tell me elfe. 

Could filch inordinate and low defires. 

Such poore, Tuch bare, Tuch lewd, fuchraeane attempts. 

Such barren pleafurcs/ude focicty. 

As thou art matcht withall, and grafted to. 

Accompany the greatneffe of thy blood, 

And hold their levell with thy Princely heart ? 

Prin. So pleafe your Majefty, I would I could 
Quite all offences vvirh as cleare cxcufe. 

As well as I am doubtlefte I can purge 
My felfe of many I am charg’d withall : 

Yet fiich extenuation let me beg, 

As in reproofe of many tales devifde, 

Which oft the eare of Greatneffe needs muft heare. 

By fmiling pick-thankes, and bafe newes-mongers, 

I may for fome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandred , and irregular, 

Finde pardon on my true fiibmiflion. 

ATi^.God pardon thee, yet let me wonder, Ham. 

At thy afle&ions, which doe hold a wing 
■Ojite from the flight of all thy anceftors : 

Thy place in Councell thou haft rudely loft. 

Which by thy yonger Brother is fuppKde, 

And art almoft an alien to the hearts 
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Of all the Court and Princes of my blood. 

The hope and expectation of thy time , 

Is ruin’d, and the foule of every man 
Prophetically doe fore-thinke thy fall : 

Had I (b lavifh of my prefence beene, 

So common hackneicd in the eyes ofmen, 

So (ble and cheape to vulgar company, 

Opinion that did helpe me to the Crowne, 

Hadftill kept loyall to poffeHion, 

And left me in reputelefle banifhment. 

A fellow of no marke nor likelihood. 

By being feldome feene, 1 could not ftirre, 

But like a Comet I was wondred at, 

That men would tell their Children, This is he: 
Others would fay, Where ? which is TSullingbrooke ? 
And then I Hole all courtefic from heaven. 

And dreft my felfe in fuch humility. 

That I did plucke allegiancefrom mens hearts : 
Loud fhoutes and lalutations from their inouthes, 
Even in the pretence of the Crowned King. 

Thus I didkeepemy perfon frefh and new, 

My prefence like a robe pontifical 1, 

Ne’re feene, but wondred at, and fomyftate, 
Seldome,butfumptuous, (hewed like a feaft, 

And wanne by rarenefle fochfolemenity. 

The s kipping King, he ambled up and dovvne, 

W ith flia llow j efters, and ra (h bavi n wi ts, 
Soonekindled^nd foone burnt, carded his ftate. 
Mingled his royalty with carping fboles • 

Hadhis greatname prophaned with their fcornes. 
And gave his countenance againft his name, 

To laugh at gybing Boyes, and hand the pufh 
Of every beardleffe vaine comparative, 

Grew a companion to the common ftreets, 

Enforc’t himfelfe to popularity, 

That being dai ly fwal lowed by mens eyes, 

They forfeited with Hony, and began to loath 
Thetafte of fweetneffe , whereof" a little. 





Henry m Fourth. 

More then a little, is by much too much. 

So when he had occafion to be feene. 

He was, butasthe Cuckow is in June, 

Heard, not regarded : feene but with fuch eyes 

As ficke and blunted with community. 

Afford no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on fun-like Majcfty, 

When it fliincs feldome in admiring eyesj 

But rather drowzd, and hung their eye-lids downc 

Slept in his face, and rendring fuchafped. 

As cloudy men ufe to doe to their adveraries. 

Being with his prefence, gluttcd,gorg’d, and fell. 
And in that very line, Harry , & andeft thou : 

Tor, thouhaft loitthy Princely priviledge. 

With vile participation. Not an eye 
But is a weary of thy common fight, 

Save mine, which hath defired to fee thee more, 
Which now doth that I would not have it done. 
Make blind it felfe with foolifh tendemeffe. 

Prin. I fhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
Be more my felfe. King.For all the world 
As thou art to this houre , was Richard then. 

When I from France fet foote at Ravenjpurgh , 

And even as I was then, is Tercy now ; 

Now by my fcepter,and my foule to boote : 

He hath more worthy intereft to the ftate 
Then thou, the fnadow of fucceflion. 

Tor of no right nor colour like to right 
He doth fill fields with Harnefte in the Realme, 
Tumes head againft the Lyons armed Jawes, 

And being no more in debt to yeares then thou, 
Leads ancient Lords, and reverent Bifhops on, 

To bloudy battels, and to brufing armes. 

What never-dying honour hath he got, 

Againft renowned Do-aglos ? whofe high deeds, 
Whofe hot incurfions and great name in armes. 
Holds from all fouldiers chiefe Majority, 

And military title capital!, 
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Through all the Kingdomes that acknowledge Chrift, 
Thrice hath the Hotftur Mars in {walking cloathes, 
This infant warriour, in his enterprizcs, 
Difcomfited great Dowglas , tane him once,. 
Enlargedhim,andmadea friend of him, 

To fill the mouth of deepe defiance up. 

And fhake the peace and fafety of our throne. 

And What fay you to- this ? ‘Percy Northumberland, 
The Archbimops grace of Tork^, Dowglas , Mortimer, 
Capitulate againftus,. and are up. 

But, wherefore doe I tell thefe newes to thee ? 
Why,fiarry,do I tell thee of my foe*, 

Which art my neereft and deareft enemy ? 

That thou art like enough through vaffall feare, 
Bafe inclination, and the dart offpleene, 

To fight againft me under Percies pay, 

To dog his heeles, and curtfie at his frownes, 

To fihew how much thou art degenerate. 

c Prin . Doe not thinke fo, you fhall not finde it fo. 
And god forgive them , that fo much have fwaidc 
Y our Majcfties good thoughts away from me : 

I will redeeme ^11 this on ‘ Percies head j. 

And in the clofing of forrie glorious day 
Be bold to tell you that I am your fonne. 

When I will weare a garment all of blood. 

And ftaine my favours in a bloody maskc, 

Which wafiit away, fhall Icoure my fhamewithit, 
And that fhall be the day , when ere it lights 
i hat this fame childe of honour and renowne. 

This gallant Hotftmr, this al-praifed Knight, 

And your unthought of Harry chance to meete. 

For every honour fitting on his helme. 

Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
My fibame redoubled . For the time will come. 

That I fhall make this Northren youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities^ 

Percy is but my fafilor, good my Lord 
To engrofle my glorious deeds on my behalfc. 
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And I will call him to fo Arid account, 

That he fhall render every glory up. 

Yea, even the flighted worlhip of his time, 

Grlwillteare the reckoning from bis heart. 

This in the name of godlpromife here. 

The which if hebepleafd, I fhall performe. 

I dobefeechyour Majefty mayfalve. 

The long growne wounds of my intemperance: 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands. 

And I will dye an hundred thoufand deathes, 

Erebreakethe fmalleft parcell of this vow 
King A hundred thoufand rebels die in this. 

Thou fhalthave charge, and foveraine truft herein. 

How now, good Blunt ? thy lookes are full of fpced. 
Snter'Blnnt , 

Blunt, Sohath thebufines that I come to fpeake off. 

Lord C Mortimer of Scotland hath font word. 

That Dowglas and the Engltfh rebels met 
The eleventh of this moneth , at Shrewesbury ; 

A mighty and a fearefoll head they are, 

( If promifes be kept on every hand ) 

As ever offered fouleplayina State. 

King, The Earleof tv ftmerl and fet forth to day, 

With him my fonne Lord Iohn of Lane after, 

Forthis advertifement is five dayes old. 

On Wednefday.next, Harry, thou fhalf fet forward : 

On Thurfday , we our felves will march. Our meeting 
Is Bridgenorth, and, Harry, yon (hall march 
Through gloce/ler-jbire, by which account 
Our bufnes valued fome tvvelue dayes hence. 

Our general 1 forces at Bridge north fhall meete*. 

Our hands are full of bufines , let’s away. 

Advantage feedes him fat, while men delay. Extant. 

^ EntcrValftafe andBardoll. 

, ^*1' Bar doll, am I not fallen away vilely fince this laltadion 
aoelnot bate ? doe I not dwindle > why my skin hangs about 
me ike an old Ladies loofe gowne. I am withered like an old 
apple-/oA». Wellji’lc repent, and that fuddenly while Urn in 

^ - feme? 
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ioine liking, T Hull be out of heart Shortly, & then I (hall have • 
no ftrength to repent .And I have not forgotten what the infidc 
ofa Church is made of, I am a Peppercorn:, a brewers horf C) 
the xnfide ofa Church.Company, villanoas company hath b«n ! 
the fpoyle of me. 

'Bar. Sir lohn, you are fo frctfull,you cannot live long. 

FaU Why, there is it,come,fing me a bawdy Song, make in; ; 
merry : I was as vertuoufty given, as a Gentleman need to be, j 
vertuous enough, fworc little , dic’d not above feven times a 
wecke,wenttoaBawdy houfc not above once in a quarterofan • 
houre,paid money that I borrowed three or foure times, livd 
well, and in good compaffe,and now I live out of all order,out f 
of compaffe. 

Bar'. Why, you are fo fatte. Sir John, that you muff needsbt t 
out ofall compaffe : out of all reafonable compaffe, Sir lohn, 
Eal,f)oe thou amend thy face.& lie amend my life:thouart c 
our Admiralljthou beareft the Lanterne in the Poope,but ’tisin I 
the Nofe of thee, thou art the King of the burning lampe. L. 

Bar. Why, Sir lohn, my face doesyou no harms. 

F4/.No,riebe fworne, I make .as good ufe of it , as many a f. 
man doth of a Deaths head, or a memento mori. I never feethy j| 
face, but I thinke upon hell fire,and Dives that lived in Purple, 
for there he is in his Robes,burning, burning. If thou wettaf I 
way give to vertueff would fweare by thyface:my oath IhouM | 
be, By this fire, that’s gods Angel \ But thou art altogether given 
over • & vvert indeed, but for the light in thy face, the Sunneol 
utter darkneffe. When thou runft up Gads-hill in the night, to 
catch my Horfe, if I did not thinke that thou hadft been an 
Ignis f attests,) or a bal of wild- fire; there’s no purchafein Mony.O ; 
thou art a perpetual! Triumph, and ever'lafting Bone-fire-light, ; 
thou haff faved me a thousand Markes in Linkes and Torches, t 
walking with thee in the night betwixt Taverne & Taverne \ 
but the Sack that thou haft drunke me,would have bought me • 
Lights as good cheape, of the deareft Chandlers in Europe. 
have maintained that Salamander of yours with firs, any time 
this two and thirty yeares : God reward me for it. 

Bar , Zbloud, I would my face were in your belly. 

FG/.God a mercy, fo fhould I be heart-burned. , | 
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How now, dame Tartlet the Hen, have you enquired 

yet who pickt my pocket? ^ Kte fi 

y Hod Why Sir lohn. what do you think Sir M»?do you think 
I keepetheeves in my houfe? I have fearcht I have inquird, fo 
haz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, fervant by fervant : 
the tight of a haire was never loft in my houfe before. _ 
Faille X\e,WofSefie, Bar doll was fhav’d and loft many haires 
4 mv nneket was oickt : 29 e to.vou arc a wo- 



man, goe. , ,, r . 

Hof. Who I ? I defie thee ; Gods light, I was never cald fo in 

mine own houfe before. 

Fal. Goe to, I knowyou well enough. 

BofiNoBir John, you doe not know mesSir lohn ; I kno w 
vou sir John, you owe me money Sir lohn, and now you pickc 
a quarrell to beguile me of it :1 bought you a dozen offhim to 
your backe. 

iV.DoulaSjfiltliy Donlasil have given them away to Bakers 
wives, they have made boulters of them. 

Ho/Now asl am a true woman, Holland of vii/.s.an elhyou 
owe money here'beiides. Sir lohn , for your diet, and by-drink- 
ings, and mony lent you, xxiiij. pound. 

F alf. He had his part af it, let him pay. 

Hof. He ? alas, he is poore, he hath nothing. 

F^/.How ! poore ? looke upon his face ;What call you rich ? 
let them coine his Nofe,1et them coine his cheekes,i’le not pay 
a denyer: what, will you make a youniker of me? fhall I not tak e 
mine eafe in mine Inne,but I fhall have my pocket pickt?I have 
loft a feale Ring of my Grandfathers, worth forty marke. 

Hof. O Jefu,l have heard the Prince tell him, 1 know nor 
how oft, that Ring was Copper. 

F alf. How?the7 > ?i®Ra?k8 jack, afneak-cap: Zbloud and lie 
were here,l would cudgell him like a Dog, if he would fay fo. 

Enter the Prince marching, and Valfiaffie meets him , 
playing on his Trur.chiofi like aftfe, 

F^/.How now Lad, is the wind in that doorey faith ? 

Muft we all inarch ? 

F^.Yeatwoandtwo • Newgate fafhion. 

Hof My Lord, I pray you heave me. 

0 3 Prin. 
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Pr/'». What faift thou, Mftris quickly ? how does thy hus- 
band? I love him well, he is an honcft man. 

Hofl . Good my Lord , heare me. 

F^/.Prethee let her alone,and lift to me. 

Prin. What faift thou Jacke ? 

p/.The other night I fell adeepchere behind the Arras and 
had my pocket pick’t , this houfe is turn’d bawdy-houfe, \hev 
picke pockets. ’ 

Prin. W hat didft thou lofe, Iacke ? 

Valf. Wilt thou beleeveme, Hall ? three or foure bonds of ! 
forty pounds a peece, and a feale Ring of my grand-fathers. 

Pnri. A trifle, fome eight penny matter. 

7P?)?.So I told him, my Lord, and I laid, I heard your grace 
fay fo.-and,my Lord, he fpeakes moft vilely of you,like a ioule- | 
mouth’d man,as he island faid,he would cudgcll you. 

Trin. What he did not ? 

Hoft. There’s neither faith, truth, nor womar.-hood in meelfe, 

F«/.There’s no more faith in thee,thena ftued Prune -nor ,io 
more truth in thee,then in a drawne Foxeand forwoman-hooi 
Maydmarian may bee the Deputies wife of the Ward to thee. 
G©c you thing, goe. 

Boft. Say, what thing ? what thing ? 

Frf/.What thing ? why, a thing to thankeGod on. 

Bojl.l am no thing to thanke God on,l would thou fliouldft 
know it : I am an honcft mans wife, and fetting thy Knkht- 
hood afide.thou art a knave, to cal 1 me fo. 7 

F*/. Setting thy Woman-hood afide, thou art a beaft , to lay 
©thervvife. . , . 

Boft. Say,' what beaft,thou knave, thou ? 

F al. What beaft ? why an Otter. 

Prin. An Otter, Sir Iohn / w hy an Otter ? 

¥al. Why ? fhee’s neither fifhnor flefh ;a manknowesnot 
where to have her. 

Boft . Thou art an un j uft man in faying fo ; thou, or any man 
kno wcs where to have me, thou knave thou. 

Pm.Thou fayeft true, Boftefe, and he flaunders thee mod 
grolely. 

tcftPohz doth yoUjiny Lord, and faid this other day, 

, You 



I 






flenrytbe Fourth. 

you ought him a thoufand pound. 
prin. Sirra, doe I owe you a thoufand pound ? 

F*//.Athoufand pound, H*//? a Million : thy love is worth a 
Million : thou oweft me thy love. 

Boft. Nay, my Lord, he called you 7^, and fayd he would 
cudgellyou. 

Pal. Did, I “Par do li? 

Bar. Indeed, Sir Iohn> you fayd fo. 

F^./. Yea, if he fayd my Ring was Copper. 

Pri. I fay tis copper: dar ’ft thou be as good as thy Word now ? 
Pa l. Why Ballhhoa knowft,as thou art but a man, I dare : 
but as thou art Prince, I feare thee , as I feare the roaring of the 
Lyons whelp. 

Prin. And why not as the Lyon ? 

Pal. The King himlelfe is to be feared as the Lyon : doeft 
thou thinkei’le feare thee, as I feare thy Father?nay,& I doe,I 
pray God my Girdlebreake. 

7Vi».0,ifit fliouldjhow would thy gutsfallabout thy knees? 
Butfirra.ther’s no roomefor Faith ,Truth,nor Honefty, in this 
bofome ©f thine ; it is all fild up with Guts , and Midriffes. 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket ?Why thou 
horefon impudent Imboft rafcall, if there were any. thing in thy 
pocket, but taverne reckonings, memorandums ■ of Bawdy hon- 
fes , and one poore pemwpvth of Sugar-candy to make thee 
long-winded : if thy pocket were invicht with any other inj u- 
ries but thefe, I am a villaine.and yet you will ftand to it, you 
will not pocket up wrong .• art thou not afhamed ? 

F at. Doft thou heare. Ball? Thou knowft,in the ftate o f i nno - 
cenc y,sldam felhand what fhould poore lacke Yalflajfe doe in 
the dayes of villany ?thou feeft, 1 have moreflefh then another 
man, and therefore more frailty :you confefie then you pickt my 
Prin . It appeares fo by the ftory. ( pocket. 

F al.Hoftefi, I forgive thee : goe makeready breakefaft,!ove 
thy Husband, looke to thy Servants, cherifti thy Ghefts , thou 
fhalt finde me tradable to any honeft reafon : thou feeft I am 
pacified ftill -.nay, Iprethee be gon. _ Exit Boftefe. 

Now Ball, to thenewesat Court for the robbery : Lad, how is 
that amwered ? 

h 
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Erin. O my fweet beefc, I mutt ftill be good Angell to thgj f 
the money is pay d backe againe. 

Bal. 0,1 doe not like that paying backe, ’tis a double labour I 
Pr. I am good friends with my father, and may do any thine I 
F^/.Rob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou dodf,anddo r 
it w ith unwafht hands too . I 

"Bar, Doe, my Lord. 

P rin.l have procured thee / ackep. charge of foot. 

Val.l would it had been of horfe. Where fhall I find oncthat | 
can fteale well ? O for a fine theefe of the age of xxii.or there a- 1 
bout : I am hainoufiy unprovided. Well, God be thanked for f. 
thefe rebels,they offend none but the vertuous, I laud them, I, ■ 
prayfe them. Prince, Bardoll. Bar. My Lord! I 

Prin. Goe beare this letter to Lord John of Lancafier, 

To my brother John : this to my Lord oi'FEeftmerland. 

GQSyPetojto horfe : for thou and I 

Have thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner time : 

Iacke y meete me to morrow in the Temple hall. 

At two a clockein the afternoone. 

There iTialc thou know thy charge , and there receive 
Mony and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy (lands on high, 

And cy ther they or we muft lower lye. 

Tal. Rare words ! brave world ! Hoftejfc, my breakfa/hcome, 
Oh,I could wifh this Taverne were my drum. Exemt. 

Enter HotjpnrjVor coffer, and Dowglas . 

Hot. Well fayd.my noble Scot, iffpeaking truth 
In this fine age were not through flattery. 

Such attribution fliould the Dowglas have. 

As not aSouldier of this feafonsftampe. 

Should goe fogenerall currant through the world : 

By God I cannot flatter , I defic 

The tongue offoothers, but a braver place 

In my hearts love hath no man then your felfe. 

Nay taske me to my word,approve me. Lord. 

Dow. Thou art the King of honour, 

Nomanfo potent breathes upon the ground. 

But I will beard him. Enter one with letter t. 

Hot. 




Henry the fourth . 

Hot. Doc fo,ahd ’tis well: what letters have you there ?I can 
but thankc you. 

yi/wf.Thefe letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? why comes he not himielte . 
Mejf.Hc can not come, my Lord, he is grievous fick. 

Hot. Zounds, how baz he leifure to be fick 
Infuch a juftlingtime? who leads his power? 

Under whofe government come they along • 

Mef His letters beare his mind, not I his mind. 
rvor. I prethce tell me,doth he keepe his bed ? 

Mejf.Hc did my Lord,foure dayes ere I fet forth. 

And at the time of my departure hence. 

He was much feard by his Phyficion. 

Worl would the (rate of times had firft bin whole. 

Ere he by fickneffe had bin vifited : 

His health was never better worth then now. 

AW. Sick now ? droope now ? this fickstes doth infe<ft 
The very life-blood of'our enterprize, 
*Tiscatchinghither,evento ourCampe : 

He writes me here, that inward ficknefle. 

And that his friends by deputation. 

Could not fo foon be drawne,nor did he thinke it meetc, 

To lay fo dangerous and deare a truft 
On any foule remov’d , but on his owne ; 

Yet doth he give us bold advertifinent. 

That with our final] conjunction , wc (hould on. 

To fee how fortune is difpos’d to us : 

For,ashe writes, there is no quailing now, 

Becaufe the King is certainly poffeft 
Of all our purpofes : what fay you to it ? 
fPar. Your fathers fickneffe is a maimeto us. 

Hot.K perilous gafh,a very limme lopt off. 

And yet, in faith it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we (hall finde it. Were it good. 

To fet the exaft wealth ofall our States, 

All at one caft ? to fet fo rich a maine. 

On the nice hazzard of one doubtfull houre ? 

It were not good, for therein fhould we read 
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The vet y boftome and the foule of hope. 

The very lift,the very utmoft bound 
Of all our Fortunes. 

Z>e»>.Fayrh,andfo we fhould. 

Where now remaines a fweet reverfion. 

We may boldly fpend upon the hope of what’s to coins 
A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot. A randevous,a home to fiy unto. 

If that the Divell and ftiifchance lookfc big 
Upon the maydenhead Of our affaires. 

fVor. But yet I would your father had t beene hecrc , 
The quality and heirc of our attempt 
B rookes no divifion,it will be thought . 

By fome,that know hot why he is away, 

That wifdome, loyalty , and meere difiike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence* 

And thinke,how fiich an apprehenfion 
May tume thetide of fe-aremll faction. 

And breed a kinde of queftion in: our cauie s 
For,well you know, we of the offring fide. 

Mu ft keepealoofe from ftridft arbiterment. 

And flop all fight*h6les,evefy loops, from whence 
The eye of reafon may prie in upon us : 

This abfence of your Father dra wes a curtain. •, 

That fhe wes the ignorant, a kinde of fearc 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. You ftrainetoo farre, 

I rather of his abfence make this ufe. 

It lends a luftre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to your great enterprize. 

Then if the Earle were hecre : for men muft think, ’ 
If we without his halpe, can make a head 
To pufh againft the Kingdoms,with his helpc, 

We fiiall,or turneittopfie turuy downe •• 

Yet all goes well, yet all our joynts are whole. 

Dow. As heart can thinke, there is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland, as this dreame offeare. 

Enter Sir Kick, Vernon, 
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Hot Us coufin Vernon ,' welcome by my foule. 

Ver Pray God my newes be worth a welcome. Lord. 

The Earle of fVeJltnoreland, feven thoufand ftrong. 

Is marching hitherward With Prince Iohn. 

Hot. No harme, what more? 

And further, I have learned, 

'Fhe King himfelfe in perfon hath let forth*,, 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily. 

With ftrong and mighty preparation. . ■ 

Hot .He fhall be welcome too ; W here is his Sonne, 

The nimble-footed mad-cap, Prime of Wales, 

And his Cumrades,that daft the world afide, 

Andbiditpaffe? . 

Ver. All furnifht ? allmArmes? c 
All plnmpe like Bfiriges , that with the winde 
Bayted like Eagles y having lately bath d 
Glittring in golden Coates like linages, 

Asfulloffpirit as the moneth of May. 

And gorgious as the Sunne at Midfummer j 
Wanton as youthlull G oates, wild as young BhIs s 
I faw young Harry , with hisBeveron,^ 

His Cufhes on his thighes, gallantly arm a. 

Rife from the ground like feathered Mercury, 

And vaulted with fuch eafeinto his feate, 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Cloudes, 

To tume and winde a fiery Pegafns, 

And witch the world with noble Horfe-manlhip. 

HotUo more, no more,worfe then the Sunne in March 
Thisprayfc dothnourifh Agues ; let them come, 

They come like Sacrifices in their trim. 

And to the fire-eyde mayde of finoky warre, 

All hot and bleeding, will we offer them i 
The may led Mars fhall on his Altar fit 
Up to the eares in bloud. I am on fire 
To heare this rich reprizall is fo nigh : 

And yet not ours Come ; let me take my Horfe, 

Who’ is to beare me like a thunder-bolt, 

Againft the bofome of the Prince Wales : 

H a Harry 
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Harry to Harry , fhall not Horfe to Horfe 
Meete,and ne’re part,till one drop downe a coarfe ; 

Ob, that Cjlendower were come. 

Ver. There is more newe s, 

I learned in Worcester y as I rode along. 

He can not draw his power this fourteene dayes. 

Dow. That’s the worft tydings that I heareof yet. 

Wor. I by my fayth that beares a frofty found. 

Hot .What may the Kings whole battell reach unto ? 

Ver, To thirty thouiand. 

Hot. Torty let it be. 

My Father and GUndower being both away,, 

The powers of us may ferve fo great a day. 

Gome,let us mutter fpecdily, 

Doomes-day is neere, die all,dy merrily. 

Dow. Talke not of dying : I am out offeare 
Of death or deaths hand, for this one halfe years. Extmt. 

Enter Falfialjfe and Bardot. 

Fal, Bardol, get thee before to Coventry , fill me a.bottleof 
Sacke, our Souldires fhall march throughjWee’l to Sam e f 
hill to night. 

2?<«r.Will you give me money, Captaine ?. 

Falf. Lay out, lay out. ^ 

i^r.This bottle makes an Angell. 



take them alU’le anfwer the coynage j bid my Lieutenant Pit) 
meet me, at Townes end. 

Bar. I will, Captaine farewell. Exit. 

Falf, If J be afham’d of my Souldiers,IamafbwftGurnet;I 
liave mifufed theKings preffe damnably .1 have got in exchange 
of r 5 o.Souldiers,3 o,o. and odde pounds. Iprefl'emenonebut 
good Houfholders, Yeomens fonnes^inquire me out contraded 
Batchelcrs, fuch as had been askt twice on the Banes, fuch a co> 
modity of warme (laves, as hadasliefehearetheDivellasa 
Drumme,fuch as feare the report of aCalivcr , worfe then a 
ttrook-foole , or a hurt Wild-duck : Ipreft menone but fiich 
Fotts & butter, with hearts in their bellies no bigger then Pins 
headland they have fought out their ferviccs : and now, my 

whole 
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whole charge confifts ©f Ancients, Corporals , Lieutenants, 
Gentlemen ofCompanies, Slaves as ragged as lnt J® 

painted Cloth where the Gluttons Dogs Uckedhis Sores, and 
S as indeed were never Souldicrs,but : difcarded - 
vingmenwongcr Sonnes to yongerBrothers,revolted Tapftcis 
and S Oftlers,trade-falne > the Cankers of a calme Worldgnd long 
peacetimes more diihonourable ragged, then an old fac d An- 
cient : and fuch have I to fillup the roomes of them as hav? 
bought out their fervices, thatyou would think, that I had a 
hundred and fifty tottcredProdigals, lately come from fwinc- 
keepingjfrotn eating drafte and huskes. A mad fellow me me, 
on the way , and told me I had unloaded all the gibbets , and 
prett the dead bodies. No eye hath feen fuch Skar-crowes. 
l’le not march thoroW Coventry with them,that s nat,nay ; and 
the villains march wide bet weenthe legs, as if they bad Gyues 

on.for indeed ,Ihad the moft of them out of Prilon :thers snot 

a Shirt & a halfe in all my 1 company, and the halfe fhirt is two 
Napkins tackt together, and thro wne over the fhoulders like 
a Heralds coate without fieeves ; andthe Shirt, to fay the truth, 
ftolne from mine Hoft of S. Albans, or the red-nofe In-keeper 
of Dain try : but that’s all one, they’! finde Linncn enough on 
every Hedge . 

Enter the Prince y and the Lord . of Wc (Inter land. 

Prin.Wow now blowne l ache > how now Q^ilt ? 
f^/.What H4/? How now mad-wag,what a divell doft thou 
ill Warwickjkire ?My good L .of tVeftmerlandf cry you mercy, I 
thought your honour had already bin at S brews bury. 

fVeJl.Y ay zhfir John f tin more then time, that I were there, 
and you too ; but my powers are there already : the K ing,I can 
tell you,lookes for us all ;,we mutt away all night. 

Fal.Tin, never feare:tell mc,T. am as vigilant as a Cat, to (teal 
Creame. 

Prin.l thinke to (leal Creame indeed, for thy theft hath al - 
ready made thee butter:buttell me, lacke y whofc fellow es are 
thefe that come after.? 

Fal.W.he,Hal y mine. . 

| Prin.l did never fee fuch pitifull rafeals. 

• i-V.Tuqtut good eneugh.to tofle , food for powder , (bod 
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for powder, theyi filla pitas wellasbettentufo man, mortal] 
men, mortal! men. 

mtt. I, but Sir John , mee-thinkes they are exceeding poore 
and bare, toobeggerly. 

Fal. Faith for their poverty ,1 know not where they had that 
And for their bareneffej am lure they never learnt that ofni e ,’ 
Prin. No i’le be fworne, unleflc you call three fingers on tlic 
ribs, bare :but firra,make hafte, Tercy is already in the field;£w/, 
Fal. What, is the King incamp’d ? 

Wefi. He is, Sir Iob», I feare we (hall flay too long. 

Fal. Well , the latter end of a Fray, and the beginning ofj 
Fea ft, fits a dul 1 fighter, and a keene gueft. Sxtm, 

Enter Hot four, WorcefterfDowglae, and Vernon , 
Flot.Wccl fight with him to night. 
fVor.lt may not be. 

Dow. You give him then advantage* 

F«\Not a whit. 

Hot . Why fay you fb ? lookes he not for fepply ? 

Ver.So doe we. 

fiW.His is certaine,ours is doubtfull. 

Wcr. Good coufin,beadvird,ftir not to night. 

Ver. Do not my Lord. 

D ow. You doe not counfell well ; 

Thou fpeakft it out of feare,andcold heart. 

Ver. Do not flaunder, Dowglas, by my life. 

And I dare well maintaine it with my life; 
Ifwell-refpe&ed honor bid me on, 

I hold as little counfell with weake feare. 

As you my Lord, or any Scot, that this day lives : 

Let it be feene to morrow in the battell,which of us feares. 

D ow. y ea,or to night . for. Content. 

Hot. To night, fay I, 

F<r.Come,come,it may not be. 

I wonder much,being men of fuch great leading as you arc. 
That you forefce not what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition .-certaine Horfes 
Of my coufinfWwware not yet come up. 

~ ' " " " Your 



Henry the. Fourth?. 

Your Uncle fVorcefiers Horfe came but to day. 

And now their pride and metall is afleepe. 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 

That not a horfe is halfethe halfe othim himfelre. 

Hot. So arc the .horfes of the Enemy > * 

In generall journey bated and brought low ' 

The better part of ours arefullcifiTeft. 

fVorl he number .of cheKing exceedeth-Ours r 
For gods fake, Coufin, flay till all come in . 

The Trnmpetfomch etyuifley , Enter Sir W alter "Blunt. 
Blunt. I come with gracious offer fromtheKing, 

If you vouchfafe me hearjng.^nd rcfpaa 1 . 

i?<*. Welcome, fir Walter Blunt', and would toGod 
You were of our determination j 
Some of us love you well, and even thofe feme 
Envy your great defery ings and good name. 

Became you are not of oitiri quality, 

But ftanaagainft us like^m-Enemy . \ > - •< 

"Blunt, And God defend, but ftil 1 1 fhould ftand fo. 

So long as out of limit and true rule. 

You ftand againft anoynted Ma ijefty : 

But to my charge. The King hath fent tcritoi6\ 3 y 
The nature of y our grfefes ..ani-wbe-retipOn . 

You conjure from tfe breftof twill p^aee, 

Such bold Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land 

Audacious cruelty. If that the King 

Have any way your goodedefertsforgot ■■■'• ['• " 

Which he confeffeth to be manifold. 

He bids you name your griefe, and with alHpced, 

You fhall have your defire with intereft. 

And pardon abfolute for your felfe, and thefe. 

Herein mitled by your feggeftion. 

Hot. The King is kind -. and well we know,the Kmg 
Kno wes at w hat time to promlfe, w hen to pay • 

My Father, my Uncle, and my felfe, 

Did give him that fame royalty he weares. 

And when hewasnotfixe andtwenty ffrorig 
■ icke in the worlds regard, wretched, and low. 
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A poors unminded, Outlaw fneaking home, 

My Father gave hin^welcome to the fhore : 

And when he heard him fweare and vow to God, 
He came but to the Duke otLancafter, 

To die his liberty and beg his peace, 

With tcares ofinnocency ,and terms of zeaje : 

My father in kind heart andpity mov’d ; 

Swore his afliftance ajid perform’d it too. 

Now, when the Lords and Barons ofthe Realms 
Perceiv’d Northumberland did leane to him. 

The more and leffe came in with cap and knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, (pities, Villages, 

Attend him on Bridges , flood in lanes, 

Laid gifts before him, proffer’d him their oaths, 
Gave him their heires, as pages followed him. 
Even at the hecles, in golden multitudes: 

He pre(ently,as greatnefle knowesitfelfe. 

Steps me a little higher that his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poore, 
Upon the naked fhore at Ravenfpurgh, 

And no w fbrfooth takes on him to refbrmc 
Some certaine edifts , and fomeftraight decrees 
That lay tooheayy on the Common-Wealth, 
Cries out upon abuies, (semes to wcepe 
Over his Countries wrongs, and by this face 
This feeming brow of Juflice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for ; 

Proceeded further, cut me oft the heads 
Of all the favourites that the abfent King 
In deputation left behind him here. 

When he was perfonall in the Irijh warre. 

'Blum. Tut, I came not to hearethis. 

Her. Then to the poynt. 

In fhorttime after , he depos’d the King, 

Soone after that , depriv’d him his life. 

And in the necke of that, task’t the whole State : 
To make that worfe,(uffcrcd his kinfmaa March, 
Who is, it every owner were plac’d, 



plenty the Fourth* 

i Indeed his King, to be ingag’d in Wales, < 

I There w ithout ranfome to lie forfeited, 

[ Difgrac’d me in my happy victories. 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 

Rated my Uncle from the Counfell 6oord, 

| In rage difmif’d my father from the Court, 

; Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong, 

I And in conclufion, drove us to fecke out 
This head of fafety , and withall to pry 
L Into his title, the which we finde 
Too indired for long continuance. 

,g/«»r .Shall I retumethis anfwer to the Kingi 
Hot. Not fo, Sir Walter. Wee’l withdiaw a while .. 
Goe to the King, and let there be impawnd 
Some furety for the fife returne againe. 

And in the morning earely fhall my Uncle 
Bring him our purpbfe T and fo farewell. 

’Blunt. I wduld you Would accept of gra ce and love 

HwAnd’t may be, (owe (hall. 

Blunt. Pray God you doc. 

Enter Archbifbop ofYorkeytnd fir tJMichael. 
'ArchHy,&30& Sir M $chdel ±etteMsl&'kd Brief? " 
With winged hafle to the Lord MArjhdtl, 

This to my cofin Scroop, and all the reft 
To whom tney are direded. If you knew 
How much they do import, you would make hafle. 

Sir Mi. My good Lord, I guefle their tenor. . 

f Arch, Like enough you doe* 

To morrow, good Sir Michael , is a day 

[ Wherein the fortune of ten thoufand men ] 

Muft bide the touch : For Sir&t Shrewsbury) 

Aslam truely given to underftand. 

The King with mighty and quicke rayfed power. 

Meets with Lord H^ar/jand I feare. Sir Michael , 

^yhat with the ficknefle of Northumberland. 

Whofe power was in the firft proportion ; 

And what Owen Glendowers abfence thence, 

'» Who with them was rated firmely too. 

I 
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And comes not in, over-rulde by £rophefies, 

I feare,fhc power of ‘Percy is too weake, 

To wage an inftant tryall with the King. 

+ Sir A/. Why, ray good Lord, you needc not feare. 

There is Doveglas^nd Lord Mortimer. 
j4nhNo, ^Mortimer i$ not there. 

, Sir.M-P>\it there is MerdakoyernonjL . Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord of WorcefFir^n&a head 
Of gallant warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

zArch And fb there is, but yet the King hath drawn 
The fpeciall head of all the Land together. 

The Prince of Wales , Lord John of Lancafler, 

The noble Weftmerlandyand warlike 'Blunt j 
And many moe Corxivales^nd deare men 
Of eftimation, and command inarches. 

Sir Af. Doubt not,my Lord, he (hall be well oppos’d, 
Arch.l hope no leffe 5 yet, needfull ’tis to feare. 

And to prevent the word, Sir Miihe.il fpeed : 

For if Lord Tercythrivenot ere the King .. - 
Difmiflc his power, he m-anes to vifit us, 4 
f or he hath heard of our confederacy j- 
And ’tisbut wifedometo make ftrong againfl him » 
Therefore make hade, I mull goe write againe . 

To other fricnds,and fo farewell. Sir Michell. £xm, 

£nter the IC mg. Prince of Wales, Lord lohn of Lanca/ier, Ed 
of yPeflmerlandji Walter Blunt, and Fal/laffe. 
-KW.Howhlbodily the Sunne begins to pccre 
Above yon busky hill f the day lookes pale . 
Athisaiftemperature. fr 

‘Brin, The Southerne wihde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpoles, 

Andby hollow whiffling in the leaves. 

For-' t els a temped anda bluftering day, 

V King. Then with the lofeis let it fympathize. 

For nothing can leeme foule to thofc that winne. 

The Trumpet founds. Enter tP'orCtf 

XsW.How now my Lord of Worcester ? 'tis not well 
Thar you and I ihoiild meete upon fuch tearmes, 



Henry the fourth. 

hsnort we meete. You have deceived our trad. 

And made us doffe our eafic Robes of peace. 

To crufhour old uncafie limbs in ungentle Steele; 

This isnot well, my Lord this is not well. 

What fay you to it ? will you againe unknic 
This churlifh knot of aH abhorred Warre ? 

And more in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did give a faire and naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigy of feare, and a portent 
Of broched mifehiefe to theunbome times 
Wor. Heareme,myLiegei 
For mine own part,I could be well content 
To entertaine the lag-end ofmy life 
With quiet houres ‘ For I proteft, 

I have not fought the day of this diflike. 

King.Ym have notfought it ; how comesxt then : f 
Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
Brin. Peace,Chewet .peace. 

Wor. It pleas’d your Ma jefty to turne your lookes 
Of favour, from my felfe, and all our Houfe ; 

And yet I muft remember you my Lord : 

We were the firft and dearelt of your friends. 

For you,my Staffe of office did I breake. 

In Richards time, and potted day and night. 

To mceteyou on the way, and kiffe your land. 

When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I ; 

It was my fdfe,my Brother,and his Sonne, 

That brought you home , and boldly did out-datc 
The danger of the time. You fwore to us, 

And you did fweare that oath at Boncafier, 

That you did nothing of purpofe ’gainft the State, 

Nor claime no further, then your new-talne right, 
Thefeateof C/*»r,Duke of Lancajler: 

To this.we fware our ayde : but in fhort (pace 
It raind down,iFortune fho wring on your head. 

And fuch a fioud ofGreatneffe fell on you. 

I 2 
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Wiiat with our help e,what with the abfent King, 

What with the injuries of wanton time. 

The feeming fuffe ranees that you had borne, j 
And the contrarious wirides that helde the King 
So long in the unlucky Irijh Warres, 

Thatallin England didreputehim dead * 

Andfromthis fwarrrie of faire, advantages, i , 
You tooke occafion to be quickly wooed. 

To gripe the generall fway into your hand, 

Forgot your oath to us at Doncafier ; 

And being fed cy us ; you us’d us To, 

As that ungentle Gull the Cuckowesbkd, 

Llfeth the Sparrow, did oppreffe our neft, 

Grew by our feeding, to fo great a bulke. 

That even our love durft not come neere your fight,: 
Forfeare of fwallowing: but with nimble wing - rr : . 
We were inforc’t. for fetety fake, toflie 5-, _ , 

Out of your fight, and raife this prefent head, b 

Whereby wetland oppofed by filch meane3 
As you your felfe have forg’d againft your felfe, 

By unkindeufage, dangerous countenance. 

And violation of all faith and troth. 

Swore to us in your younger enterprize. 

King, Thefe things indcede you. have articulate. 

Proclay m’d at Market-croffes,read in Churches, 

To face the garment of Rebellion, 

W ith home fine colour that may pleafc the eye 
OF fickle changeling's, and poore difeontents. 

Which gape, and rub the E lbo w at the newes 
Of burly burly innovation : 

And never yet did infiirredion want 
Such water colours,to impainthis caufe ; 

Nor muddy Beggers, ftarving for a time, 

Ofpel-mell havocke and confufion. 

Erin, In both your Armies,thereismany afoulc, 

Shall pay full dearely for this incounter. 

If once they joyne in tryalhfell your Nephew, 

The Prince of wales doth joyne with alii the world 
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HenryS l xrtkj' 

In oravfe of Barry, T^r:by my 
Thiprefent enterprize fctofhis 
Idoenet thinke a braver Gentleman, 

More adive , more valiant, or mo 
More dafing,or more bold, is no 
To grace this latter age with 
For my part,I may fpeake it to my 
I have a trewaht been to Chivalry , 

Andfolheare he doth accovmt me too ; 

Yet this before my fathers Majd y > 

I am content that he fhall take the od 
Of his great name and emulation, 

And willtofave thebloud^on either 
Trv fortune with him m a (ingle hgnt. 

Km. And Prince of Wales ,lo dare We ventur 

Albeifconfiderationsinfinit 

Doe make againft it :No, good Wonetter, 

We love our people well ; even thole 
That are mifled upon your Cofins par; 

And will they take the offer ofour 
Both he, and they, and you, yea every 
Shall be my friend agame, and 1 le be 
So tell your Cofin, and bring me w 
What he will doe. But if h e will not yeeld. 

Rebuke and dread correction waite on us, 

And they (hall doe their office. So be 'go: 

We will not now be troubled withreply 
We offer faire,take it advifedly. 

<Prin. It will not be accepted on my life. 

The Dowglas and the Hot fur bot h together 
Are confident againft the worldin armes. 

/G^.Hence therefore, every Leader to his charge, 

For on their anfiyere will vye fet on them j 
And God befriend us as our caufeis j uft. Exeunt, Mar > 

Fal. Hal . I f thou fee me do wne in the Battell , Prin, 

Andbeftridemefo/tisa point of ffiendfhip. 

Pw».Nothing but a Colo fas can doe thee that friend 
Say thy prayers, and farewell. 
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Fulfil would it were bed-rime, H<*//,and all well. 

Pm. Why ? thou oweft God a death. 

Falfi ’Tis not due yet, I would be loth to pay him before f,' 

dayiwhatneedlbefoforwardwith him that callsnot on J> 

Well/ds no matter,Honour pricks me on .- yea but how if Ho 
nour prick meoffwhen Icomeon?how then,can Honour fetto 
a1eg?no,or an arm e?no, or take away the griefe of a wound > 
no,Honour hath no skill in Surgery then?no: what is Honour? 
a word: what is that word Honour . ? Aire:a trimme reckonin? 
Who hath it?he that died a Wednefday ? Doth he feele it ? . J . 
dodi he heare it?no .* ’tis infenfible then ?yea, to the dead - but 
wul it not live with the living. ? no : why? detradion wifi not 
I after it,therefore i’le none of itjHonour is a mecre Skutchion. 
and fo ends my Catechifine. Exit. ' 

Ewer Wmcefitcr^and fir Richard Vernon. 
fVor .0 no/ny Nephew mufl not know ; Sir Richard 
The liberal 1 kind offer of the King* 

^r.’Twere beft he did. 

Wt or .Then are we all undone. 

It is not poflible,ic cannot be. 

The King would keepe his word in loving us. 

He will fufped us ftill, and find a time. 

To punifh this offence in others faults .• 

Suppofition,all our lives, (hall be ftucke foil of eyes. 

For reafon is but truftedlike the Foxe, 

Who never fo tame/o cherifht, and loekt up. 

Will have a wildetricke ofhis ancefters : 

Looke how he can, or fad or merrily : 

Interpretation will mifqnote our lookes. 

And we fhal 1 feed like Oxen at ftal 1, '1 ... 

The better cherifht. ftill the neercr death. 

My Nephews trefpaffe may be well forgot. 

It hath the excufe of youth, and heate ofblood. 

And an adopted name of priviledge* 

Ahairebraind Hot four goverud by a fpleene. 

All h is offences live upon my head. 

And on his Fathers.We did mine him on. 

And hiscorruption being tane from us, : 
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Henry the Fourth* 

We as the fpring of all (hall pay for all .* 
Therefore good Cofin,let not Harry knoW 

r « rf* _ C V..-* rr 



Hot My tlncld is return’d. 

Deliver up my Lord of Weftmerland. 
TIncle,whatnewes ? 

Wor.Tbe King will bid you battell prefentl; 
<Bow. Defie him by the Lord of wcftmrlan a 
r Hot. Lord Dowgias, goe you and tell him fo. 
DotrMsxy and Ifhall very willingly . 

.There is nofeeming mercy in the 
t HotX>id you beg any ? God forbid. 

■ Wor.1 told him gently of your grievances. 

Of his oath-breaking : which he mended thus,. 

By now forfwearing that, he is forefworne, 

He cals us Rebels^Tray tors.and wil) fcqurgc, 
With haughty armes,thish&tefull name in us*. 1 : 
Dow. Arme, Gentlemen, to armes,for 1 1 
A brave defiance in King Henries teeth 
And Weftmerland that was ingag’d,didbeare it. 
Which cannot chuf ehm bring him quickly on. 

fVor.l he Prince of Wales ftept forth before t 
And, Nephew, challeng’d.you tofingle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrel! lay upon our heads. 
And that no man mightdraw fhort breath to day 
But land Harry Monmouth : tell me, tell me^ 
How fhewed bis talking feem’d it in concern 
For.No'jby my faule, I never in my life 
Did heare a Challenge urg’d more modcftly, 
(Jnleffe a Brother fhould a Brother dare 
T o gentle exercife and proofe of armes. 

He gave you all the duties of a man, 

Trim’dup your praifes with a princely 
Spoke your defervings like a Chronicle, 

Making you ever better then his praife. 

By ftill difpraifing praife, valued with yot 

Am/i him lil/A n 
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He made a blufhing citall of himfelfe. 

And chid his trewafit youth with fuch a grace, j 

As if he mattered there a double fpirit - 

Of teaching, and oif learning inftantly : • v i 

Thebe did he paufe.but let me tell the world. 

If he ont-liv e the envy of this day , 

England & id never owe fo fweete a hope, 
Somuchmifconftredin his Wantonnefle. 

Hot. Cofin ;I thinke thou art enamoured 
Onhis follies : never did I heare 
Of any Prince lb wild at liberty : 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a Souldiers arme, ■ t 

'that he fhall fhrinke under my courtefie. 

Arme,arme with ipeede,and fellow Souldiers, friends. 

Better conlider what you have to doe, 

That I that have not well the gift of tongue. 

Can lift your blood up with perfwafion. Enter a meMfc 

MejfMy Lord, here are Letters for you 
Hit , I cannot read them now, 

O Gentlemen, the time of life is Ihortj 
To fpend that fliortnefle bafely, were too long : 

If life did ride upon a Dials poynt, 

Srill ended at the arrivall of an hower. 

And if we live, we live to tread on Kings : 

If die,brave death,when Princesdie with us. 

Now for our confciences, the armes is fiiire. 

When the intent forbearing them is j uft * Enter amber, 
AfejfMy Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace, 

Hot. I thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale : 

For I profeife not talking, only this, 

let each man doe hisbett ; and here draw I a Sword, 

Whole temper I intend to ftaine 

With the beft blood that I can meete withall. 

In the adventure of this perilous day. 

Now efperance 'Percy y and fet on, 

Sound all the lofty inftruments of warre. 

And by that muficke,let us all imbrace, 



Henry thj? Vourtb. 

For heaven to earth , fome ofus never fhall 
Afecondtimedoe fucha courtely. 

Heere they embrace ,t he Trumpets ]ound t the King enters with 
his power, alarum to the battelh then enter Dowglas,<#«f Sir 
Walter Blunt. 

2?/».Whatisthy name that in Battell thus thou croffeft me? 
What honour doft thoufeeke upon my head ? 

|jrD<w.Know then my name is Dowglas , 

Andl doe haunttheein the battell thus, v 

Becaufe fome tell me , that thou art a King. . 

Blunt Xhcy tell thee true. 

DowXhe. Lord of Stafford deare to day bath bought 
Thy likenefle: for inftead of thee. King Harry , 

This Sword hath ended him , fb fhal 1 it thee, 

Unleffe thou yeeld thee as aprifoner. 

Blunt .1 was not borneto yecld,thou proud Scot, 

And thou fhalt find a King that will revenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight’ Dowglas kils Blunt ’then enters Hotffur. 

. Hot. O ‘Douglas ! hadft thou fought at Holmf don thus, 

I never hadtriumpht over a Scot. 

Dow. AY a done,aPs won,hcre breathleffe lies the King. 
Hot: Where? ' Dow. Heere. • 

HotXhisSDowglas ? No, I know, this face full well, 

A gallant Knight he was, his name was ‘Blunt • 

Semblably fumifht like the King himfelfe. 

Dow. Ah fooole, goe with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borro wed title haft thou bought to® deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 

Hot. The King-hath many marching in his Coates. 
Dw.Nowby my Sword.I will kill all his Coates; 
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Untill I meet the King. Hot. Tip and away 

Our Souldiers ftand full fairely for the day . ^ 

eAlarum, Snter Falflaffe Jains' 

F ^.Though I ConlH Iranr* « r ... J t 
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I am as hot as molten Lead, and as heavy too.God keeps Lead 
out of me,I need no more weight then mine own bowels • r 
have led my rag ot Muffians where they are peperd ther's not 
three of my 1 5 o.left alive^nd they arc for the to wncs end to 
beg during life. But who comes hecre ? inter 
Prin. what ftandft thou idle hecre ? lend me thy Sword 
Many aNobleman lies ftarkc and (tiffe, 

Linde r the hooves of vaunting enemies, 

Whofedeaths are yetunrevengd,! prethee lend me thy fword • 
Fal.O Hal.l jprethee give me leave to breathe a while,7«i 
Gregory never did fuch deeds in annes,as I have done this day," 

1 have payd Percy, I have made him fare. 

Princ. He is indecd,and living to kill thee 3: * : ; 

I prethee lend me thy (word, 

F rf/.Nay before God, Hal ,if Percy be alive,thou getft not my 
Iword, but take my piftoll if thou wilt. 

/’ww.Giveitme .* what ? isit in the cafe ? 

Fal. I Half cis hot, there’s that wil 1 fack'e a City. 

The Prince draws it out, andfinsles it a hot tell of Setcke, 
Prin. What is it a time to jeft and dal ly no w ? 

He throws the Bottle at him. gxit. 

Pal. If Percy be alive,, lie pierce him,ifhe doe com: hi my • 
way/oj if he doe not, ifi come in his willingiy, let him mike 
a Carbonado ofm:. I like not fuch grinninghonour as fir ml- 
tfrhatlfigive me life, which if I canfave,fo ::ifnot, honour 
comes unlook ’t for, and there’s an end. 

A Wme, excursions,, enter the King,f^ Prince, Lord John »f 
Lancafter>W Eearlc »/ Weftmerland. 

Ktr.g.l prethee Harry withdraw thy felfe,tho'u bleedeft too 
much ; Lord lohn of Lancdfter , goe you with him. 

P . lohn. 'Slot I, my Lord, unlefle I did bleed coo. 

Prin. I befeech your Majeliy make up, 

Leif your retirement doe amaze your friends; 

A i. I will doe fo my L.of Wefimerland, lead him to his Tent 
Weft .<Zoo\z,my Lord, i’le lead you to your Tent. 

'Prince .Lead I m;,my Lord, I de not need your helpe 3 
.And God forbid • a fb, allow fcratch fhould drive. 

• - ■ : The 



Henry the Fourth 

Toe Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this. 

Where ftaynd Nobility lies 1 trodenon^ 

And Rebels Armes triumph m maflacres. Un i 

Iohn.Wc breathe too long, come 

Our duty this way lies : Tor Godsfelm com . 

<Prtn. By God, thou haft dcceiv dm e,Lancajter, 

I did not thinke thee Lord ol : fuch a fpint 3 

BefbreJ lov’d thee as a brother/***, 

But now I doerefpea thee as my foufe. 

Ktng.l faw him hold Lord Percy at thepoynt , 

With luftier maintenance then I did lookc tor 
Qf fuch'an ungrowne Warner. 

Prin o.this Boy lends metall to us all. 

SXUct Ki»g . they grow like Hyta head,, 
l am the Domlas fatall to all thole , 

That weare thole colours on thetn.What art thou _ 

Thatcountcrfeitftthe perfon ofa King • , 

Kino. The King himfcUe. who PoreghiL gnevesat heart. 
So many othis (hadowes thou haft met, 

And not thevery King ; I have two Boves 
Seeke Percy and thy felfe, about the Reid 3 
But teeing thou fail'd on me fo luckily, . 

I will affay thee: and defend thy felfe. 

B<rw . I fcare, thou art another Counterfeit 5 
And yet in faith thou bcar’ft thee like a King : 

But mine Iamfurcthouart,whoerethou be: 

And thus I winucthce. 

They fight, the King being )n danger, Enter Pnnce of Wales. 
TrinceMold up thy head, vile Scot , or thou art like 
Never to hold it up againe, the fpirits 
Of valiant Sherlyjtafferd^lunr, arc in my Armes, 

It is the Prince oiwales that threatens thee, 

Who never utomifeth/ut he meanes to pay. 

They fight, Dowglas fiieth. 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your Grace ? 

Sir Nkhlas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent , 

And fo hath £¥«/**» ; i’le to Clifton ftrait • 

King.Stsy, and breath a while. 



The Hiftory of 

Thou haft redeemed thy loft opinion. 

And fhewd thou makeft fome tender of my life. 

In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

Prince, O God, they did me too much injury, 

That ever laid, I hearkned to your death : 

If it were fo, I might have let alone 
The infulting hand oiDoivglas over you. 

Which would have been as fpeedy in your end, 

Asall thepoyfonous potions in the world, 

And lav’d the trecherous labour of your Sonne. 

King. Makeup to Clift on , i’leto S. Nicholas Gowfey, Exit. 

Enter Hotjpur. 

Hot. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth ? 

Prince, Thoufpeakft,as if I would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Prince. 'Why then I fee a very valiant Rebell of that name. 

I am th z'Prmce of Wales ; and thinke not, ‘Percy t 
To fhare with me in glory any more : * 

Two Starreskeepe not their motion in oneSpheare, 

Nor can one England brooke a double raigne. 

Of Harry Percy , and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Nor Hull it Harry : for the hours is come,. 

To end the one ofus j and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes, were now as great as mine! 

Prince. V\c make it greater, e’ re I part from thee. 

And all thy budding Honours on thy Creft 
Fie crop, to make a Garland for my head,. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Falflaffe. 

Ealf.Wdl faid,£/W,to it,H<«/.Nay,you fhall finde no Boyes 
play heere, I can tell you. 

Enter Dowolas \he fights with Falfiajfe, he fals eLoteneas 
if he were dead, the Prince killeth Percy, . 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft rob’d me ofmy youth : 

Ibetter brooke the Ioffe of brittle life, 

Then thofe proud Titles thouhaft won ofme. 

They wound my thoughts worfe then the fword my fHh^ ^ 
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But thought’s the Have of life, and lifetimes foole, 

AndTimethat takes furvey of all the world, 

Mufthave aftop. O/I could prophefie. 

But that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tongue : no Percy , thomart duft, 

^ ‘Prince ? or Worms,brave Percy. Ext thee well,great heart, 
111 weav’d ambition : how much art thou fhrunke ? 

When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

AKingdomefor it, was toofmall abound. 

But now two paces of the vileft Earth, 

Is roome enough, this earth that beares thee dead, 

Bcares not alive io ftout a Gentleman. 

If thou wett fenfible of courtefie, 

I ftiould not make fo great a fhewof zeale ; 

* at let my favours hide thy mangled face, 

And even in thy behalfe, i’le thanke my felfe 
Fordoing theie faire rites of tendetnefls. - 
Adieu , and take thy praife with thee to Heaven, 

Thy ignominy fleepe with thee in the grave. 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. 

He (jneth Faljlajfe on the ground. l 

What, old acquaintance , could not a 11 this flefh 
Keepe in a little life ? poor lacks farewell j 
I could have better ipar’d a better man; 

0,1 fhould have a heavy mifle of thee. 

If I were much in love with vanity ~ 

Death hath not ftrookefo faire a Deere to day,. 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray. 

Imboweld will I fee thee by andby, . - ‘ 

Till theiyn bloodby noble Percy ly. 

Falfiajfe rife up. 

F«*//Tmboweld ? if thou imbe well me to day, i’le give you 
leave to powder me, and eate me too to morrow. Zloud/t was 
time to counterfeit ,or thatjiot Termagant Scot had payd me 
fcot and lot too. Counterfeit?! am no counterfeit: to die is to 
be a counterfeit, for he is but the counterfeit of a'man, who 
iiath not the life ofa*man;but to counterfeit dying, when a man 

Tf -> .1 it-.- 
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thereby livcth, is to be no counterfeit, but the true and pcrfeft 
image ofliiemdeed.The better part of valour is Difcrction; in 
the which better part I have laved my life. Zounds,! amafeard 
of this gunpowder Twy, though he be dead;how ifhcihould 
counterfeit too, and rife -? by my faith I am afraid he would 
prove the better counterfeit : therefore i’le make him fure;yea 
and i’le fweare I (lew him Why maynothcrifeafwell as I? 
nothing confutes me but eyes, and no body fees me ; therefore 
firralwith a new wound in your thigh ,come you along with 
me. 

. He ta^es up Hot {fur on his hac^e. Enter Trine o anH 
lohn of Lane after. 

Come, brother lohn, full bravely haft thouflefht 
Thymaydcn Sword. 

lohn. But fo ft , who have we hccrc ? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

Trin. I did, I law him dead, 

Brcathldfc,and bleeding on the ground. Art thou alive? . 

Or is it fantafie that playes upon our eye-fight ? 

I prethee fpeake, wcwill not truft our eyes 
Without pur cares, thou art not what thoufcem’ft. 

Falf.No, that’s certaine, I am not a double man : but if I be 
not I ache Falfiaffejfasn. am I a Jacke:therc is Percy ft your Fa- 
ther will doe me any honour , fo : if not, let him llay the next 
Percy himfelfe:I looke to be cither Earle or Duke,! can affure 
you. 

TVw.Why , Percy I flew my fclfc, and (aw thee dead. 

A^Didit thou } Lord, Lord, how the world is given to 
lying 1 1 grauntyou,! was downed out of brcath.ana fo was 
he, but we rofeboth at an inftant, and fought a long houre by 
Shrewsbury clocke,if I may be belecved,fo:if not, let them that 
fliould reward Valour, bearethe finne upon their own heads, 
Fje take it upon my death, I gave him this wound in the thigh 
if the man were alive,and woud deny it. Zounds I will make 
him eate a peece of my Sword. 

/«^»,This is ’■he ftrangeft tale that ever I heard. 

Trince.This is the ftrangefi: fellow, brother lohn. 

Come, bring your luggage nobly on your backc, 

* For 
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For my part, if a lie will doc thee grace , 

I’le gmld.it with the happieft terraes I have. 

A recreate is founded. 

Prin.rhc Trumpet founds retreat, the day is ours : 

Come, brother, let’s to thehigheft of the Field, 

To fee what friends are living, who arc dead. txeun . 

Fal.YXz follow, as they fay,for reward:He that rewards me, 

God reward him. It I do grow great, l’le grow lefle . for lie 

purge and leave Sacke,and live cleanely ,as a Nobleman liquid 

^°The Trumpet sfoHnfentcr the Kino, Prince of Wz\c$ t Lord 
John o/Lancaftcr, Earle ofW$m‘xh»d,mth 
Worccfter and Vernon prift mens. 

Thus ever did rebellion findc rebuke ; 

Ill-lpirited Worcester ,<f\d not we fend grace, 

Pardon and termes of love to all ofyou ? 

And Wouldftthou turne^iM^eff«M-eo«ta : ai ; y s 

Milufe the tenor of thy Kinlmans trail ? 

Three Knights upon our party flay ne to day , t 
A noble Earle, and many a creature ellc. 

Had been alive this houre. 

If like a Chriftian thou hadft tniel v borne 
Betwixt our armies true intelligence. 

fVor.SNbsst 1 havedone ,my lafety urg’d me to, . 

And I imbrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to be avoyded, it fals on me- 
King.Beaxe Worcester to the death, and Vernon too : 

Other offenders we will paufe upon. - 
How goes the Field ? 

Trin . The noble Scot Lord Dowglas, when he faw 
The fortune of the day turn’d quite from him. 

The noble Percy flayne ah dal I his men, 
tJpon the foote of feare, fled with the reft • : 

And falling from a hill , he was fo bruiz’d, 

1 hat the purfuers tookehim.At my Tent . 

1 he Doiyglas is,and I^befeecli your Grace, 

I may dilpofe of him*’ 

• King. 
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^*#£.With all my heart. 

TVvw.Then brother Iohn of Lane after. 

To you this honourable bounty lhall belong, 

Goe to the T>owglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleafure ranfomeleflc and free. . 

His valour ihe wen upon our Creftstoday, . 

Hath tought us how to cherifli fach high deeds. 

Even in thebolbmeof our adverfaries. 

-K»»£.Then this remaines that we divide our power ; - J " 

Y ou Sonrie Iohn, and my Coufin Weflmerland, 

Toward Torke lhall bend you with your deareft fpeedc, 
Tomeete Northumberland and the Prelate Scroope , 

Whof as we heare ) are bufily in armes : 

My felfe and you, Sonne Harry , will toward Wales, 

To fight with Glendower, and the Earle of ll/arc h. 

Rebellion in this Land lhall l©fe his way. 

Meeting the checkc of firch another day r . " ' 

And fince thisbufinefle fe faite is done, 

Let us not leave till all ourownebe wonne. 
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